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PRELIMINARY DISCOURSE 


BY 


THE EDITOR, 


„ in the year ſeventeen hun- 
dred and ſeventy ſix, put forth A 
His rok or Music, in five volumes quar- 
to, (which buy) notwithſtanding my then 
avocations as Juſtice of the Peace for the 
county of Middleſex and city and liberty 
of Weſtminſter; I, Sir John Hawkins, of 
Queen-{quare, Weſtminſter, Knight, do 
now, being {till of found health and un- 
derſtanding, eſteem it my bounden duty 
to ſtep forward as Editor and Reviſer of 
THe PROBATIONARY Opts. My grand 
reaſon tor undertaking ſo arduous a taſk 
is this; I do, from my foul believe that 

A Lyric 
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Lyric Poetry is the own, if not twin- ſiſter 


of Muſic; wherefore, as I had before ga- 
thered together every thing that any way 
relates to the one, with what conſiſtency 
could I forbear to collate the beſt effuſi- 
ons of the other :I {ſhould premiſe, that 
in volume the firſt of my quarto hiſtory, 
chap. I. page 7, I lay it down as a prin- 
ciple never to be departed from, that, 
&« The Lyre is the prototype of the fidicina! 
ſpecies.” And accordingly I have therein 
diſcuſſed at large, both the origin, and 
various improvements of the Lyre, from 


the Tortoiſe- hell ſcooped and ſtrung by 


Mercury on the banks of the Nile, to 
the Teſtudo, exquiſitely poliſhed by Ter- 
pander, and exhibited to the ZEgyptian 
Prieſts. I have added alſo many choice 
engravings of the various antique Lyres, 
viz. the Lyre of Goats-horns, the Lyre 
of Bulls-horns, the Lyre of Shells, and 
the Lyre of both Shells and Horns com- 
pounded ; from all which I flatter my- 
felf, I have indubitably proved the Lyre 


fo 
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to be very far ſuperior to the ſhank bone 
of a Crane, or any other Pipe, Fiſtula, or 
Calamus, either of Orpheus's or Linus's 
invention; aye, or even the beſt of thoſe 
pulſatile inſtruments, commonly known 
by the denomination of the drum. 
Foraſmuch, therefore, as all this was 
finally proved and eſtabliſhed by my Hil- 
tory of Muſic, I ſay I hold it now no 
alien talk to ſomewhat turn my thoughts 
to the late divine ſpecimens of Lyric 
Minſtrelſy. For although I may be deem- 
ed the legal Guardian of Music alone, 
and conſequently not in ſtrictneſs bound 
to any farther duty than that of her im- 
mediate Wardſhip; (See Burn's Juſtice, 
article Guardian) yet ſurely, in equity 
and liberal feeling, I cannot but think 
mylelt very forcibly incited to extend 
this tutelage to her next of kin; in 
which degree I hold every individual 
follower of Tur Lyric Musk, but more 
eſpecially all ſuch part of them, as have 
devoted, or do devote their {trains to the 
| a2 cele- 
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celebration of thoſe beſt of themes, the 


reigning King and the current Year ; 
or in other words, of all Cithariſtæ Re- 
gis, Verſificatores Coronz, Court Pots, 
or as we now term them, Poets Laureats. 
—Pauſanias tells us, that it pleaſed the 
God of Poets himſelf, by an expreſs ora- 
cle, to order the inhabitants of Delphi 
to ſet apart for Pindar, one half of the 
firſt fruit offerings, brought by the reli- 
gious to his ſhrine, and to allow him a 


place in his temple, where, in an iron 


chair, he was uſed to ſit and ſing his 
hymns in honour of that God. Would 
to heaven that the Bench of Biſhops 


would in ſome degree, adopt this ex- 


cellent idea!—or at leaſt that the Dean 
and Chapter of Weſtminſter, and the 
other Managers of the Abbey Muſic 
Meetings, would in future allot the oc- 
caſional vacancies of Madam Mara's ſeat 
in the Cathedral Orcheſtra, for the re- 
ception of the reigning Laureat, during 
the pertormance of that favourite con- 

ſtitutional 
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ſtitutional ballad, May the King live 
for ever!“ It muſt be owned, however, 
that the Laureatſhip is already a very 
kingly ſettlement ; one hundred a year, 
together with a tierce of Canary, or a 
butt of ſack, are ſurely moſt princely 
endowments, for the honour of litera- 
ture and the advancement of poetical 
genius. And hence (thank God and the 
King for it!) there ſcarcely ever has been 
wanting ſome great and good man both 
willing and able to ſupply ſo important 
a charge.—At one time we find that 
great immortal genius, Mr. Thomas 
Shadwell, (better known by the names 
of Og and Mac Flecknoe) chanting the 
prerogative praiſes of that bleſſed ara — 
At a nearer period, we objerve the whole 
torce of Colley Cibber's genius devoted 
to the labours of the ſame reputable em- 
ployment —And finally, in the example 
of a Whitehead's Mule, expatiating on 
the virtues of our gracious Sovereign, 
have we not beheld the beſt of Poets, in 
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the beſt of Verſes, doing ample juſtice to 
the beſt of Kings: The fire of Lyric 
Poeſy, the rapid lightning of modern 
Pindarics, were equally required to re- 
cord the Virtues of the Stuarts, or to im- 
mortalize the Talents of a Brunſwick, — 
On either theme there was ample ſubject 
for the boldeſt flights of inventive genius, 
the full ſcope for the moſt daring powers 
of poetical creation; from the free un- 
fettered {train of liberty in honour of 
Charles the Firſt, to the kindred Genius 
and congenial Talents that immortalize 
the Wildom and the Worth of George 
the Third —But on no occaſion has the 
ardour tor prerogative panegyrics ſo con- 
ſpicuouſly flamed forth, as on the late 
election for ſucceeding to Mr. White- 
head's honours. To account for this un- 
paralleled ſtruggle, let as recollect that 
the ridiculous reforms of the late Parlia- 
ment having cut off many gentlemanly 
offices, it was a neceſſary con{equence 
that the few which were ſpared, became 

| objects 
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objects of rather more emulation than 
uſual. Beſides, there 1s a decency and 
regularity .in producing at fixed and cer- 
tain periods of the year, the fame ſettled 
quantity of metre on the ſame unaltera- 
ble ſubjects, which cannot fail to give a 
particular attraction to the Office of the 
Laureatſhip, at a criſis like the preſent.— 
It is admitted, that we are now in poſſeſ- 
lion of much ſounder judgment, and more 
regulated taſte than our anceſtors had 
any idea of; and hence does it not im- 
mediately follow, that the occupancy of 
a poetical office, which, from its uniform- 
ity of ſubject and limitation of duty, pre- 
cludes all haſty extravagance of ſtyle, as 
well as any plurality of efforts, is ſure to 
be a more pleaſing object than ever to 
gentlemen of regular habits and a be- 
coming degree of literary indolence? Is 
it not evident too, that in compoſitions 
of this kind, all fermentation of thought 
is certain in a very ſhort time to ſubſide 
and ſettle into mild and gentle compoſi- 
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tion—till at length the poſſeſſors of this 
grave and orderly office prepare their 
ſtipulated return of metre, by as propor- 
tionate and gradual exertions, as many 
other claſſes of induſtrious tenants pro- 
vide for the due payment of their parti- 
cular rents? Surely it 1s not too much to 
ſay, that the buſineſs of Laureat to his 
Majeſty is, under ſuch proviſion, to the 
full as ingenious, reputable, and regular 
a trade, as that of Almanack Maker to 
the Stationers' Company. The conteſt 
therefore for ſo excellent an office, having 
been warmer in the late inſtance than at 
any preceeding period, 1s perfectly to be 
accounted for; eſpecially too at a time, 
when, from nobler cauſes, the Soul of 
Genius may reaſonably be ſuppoſed to 
kindle into uncommon enthuſiaſm, at a 
train of new and unexampled prodigies. 
In an age of Retorm; beneath the mild 
ſway of a Britiſh Auguſtus; under the 
Miniſtry of a pure immaculate Youth ; 
the Temple of Janus ſhut ; the Trade of 

| Otaheite 


313 
Otaheite open; not an angry American 
to be heard of, except the Lottery Loy- 
aliſts; the fine Arts in full Glory; Sir 
William Chambers the Royal Architect; 
Lord Sydney a Cabinet Miniſter What 
a golden æra! From this auſpicious mo- 
ment, Peers, Biſhops, Baronets, Metho- 
diſts, Members of Parliament, Chaplains, 
all genuine Beaux Eſprits, all legitimate 
heirs of Parnaſlus, ruſh forward, with 
unfeigned ardour, to delight the world 
by the united efforts of liberal genius and 
conſtitutional loyalty. The illuſtrious 
candidates aſſemble the wiſeſt of Earls 
lits as Judge—the archeſt of Buffos be- 
comes his afleſlor—the Odes are read — 
the election is determined -o juſtly is 
not for us to decide. To the great Tri- 
bunal of the Public the whole of this im- 
portant conteſt is now ſubmitted. Every 
document that can illuſtrate, every teſti- 
mony that tends to ſupport the reſpec- 
tive merits of the Probationers, is impar- 
tally communicated to the world of let- 
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ters. Even the Editor of ſuch a collection 
may hope for ſome reverſionary fame from 
the humble, but not inglorious taſk, of 
collecting the ſcattered rays of Genius.— 
At the eve of a long laborious life, devot- 
ed to a Siſter Muſe, (vide my Hiſtory, 
printed for T. Payne and Son, at the 
Mews-Gate) poſſibly it may not wholly 
appear an irregular vanity, if I ſometimes 
have entertained a hope that my tomb 
may not want the ſympathetic record of 
Poetry. —l avow my motive.— 

It is with this expectation I appear as 
an Editor on the preſent occaſion.—The 
Authors, whoſe Compotlitions I collect 
for public notice, are twenty-three, The 
odds of ſurvivorſhip, according to Doc- 
tor Price are, that thirteen of theſe will 
outlive me, myſelf being in claſs III. 
of his ingenious tables, —Surely, there- 
fore, it is no mark of that ſanguine diſ- 
polition which my enemies have beet! 
pleaſed to alcribe to me, if 1 deem it po- 
lible that ſome one of the fame thirteen, 

will 
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will requite my protection of their har- 
monious effuſions with a ſtrain of elegiac 
gratitude, ſaying, poſſibly, (pardon me, 
ye Survivors that may be, for preſuming 
to hint the thought to minds ſo richly 
fraught as yours are) ſaying, I ſay, 


Here lies Sir John Hawkins, 
Without his ſhoes or ſtockings “! 


Said Survivors are not bound to ſald Rhime, it 
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Tax FOLLOWING excellent obſervations on theo 
Lyxic STYLE, have been kinilly communicated to tlic 
EvitoR by the Rev. Thomas WarTtoOx.—They ap- 
pear to have been taken almolt verbatrm from feveral 
of the former works of that ingenious author; but 
chiefly from his late edition of Miu, Minzra. We 
ſincerely hope, therefore, that they may ſerve the 
double purpoſe of enriching the preſent collection, 
and of attracting the public attention to that very 
critical work from which they are principally cx- 
tracted. | 


THOUGHTS ON ODE WRITING. 


Q4H Mary Carmen, Cantus, Cantile- 
na, Chanſon, Canzone, all ſignify what, 
Anglicè, we denominate ODFE—Among 
the Greeks, Pindar; among the Latins, 
Horace; with the Italians, Petrarch; 
with the French, Boileau ; are the prin— 
cipes hujuſce ſcientiv—— Tom Killigrew 
took the lead in Engliith Lyrics; and in- 
deed, till our own Maſon, was nearly un- 
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rivalled—Joſephus Miller too hath pen- 
ned ſomething of the Odaic, inter his 
Opera Minora, My grandfather had a 
MS. Ode on a Gilliflower, the which, 
as our family had it, was an eſquiſſe of 
Gammer Gurton's; and I myſelf have 
ſeen various Cantilenes of Stephen Duck's 
of a pure reliſn- Of Shadwell, time hath 
little impaired the fame—Colley's Bays 
ruſt cankereth not- Dr. Caſaubon mea- 
ſures the Strophe by Anapzſts—In the 
Polyglott, the epitrotus primus is the 
metrimenſura.—l venture to recommend 
« Waly, waly, up the bank,” as no bad 
model of the pure "Trochaic—There is 
alſo a little ſimple ſtram, commencing 
Saw ye my father, ſaw ye my mother ;” 
which to my fancy, gives an excellent 
ratio of hendecalyllables.—Dr. Warton 
indeed preters the Adonic, as incompara- 
| bly the neateſt, ay, and the neweſt weary; 
A notion too has prevailed, 
that the Black Joke, or Mexzu@uaau A 
is not the © coſa deta in proſa mai, ne 
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L. xviii 7 
in rima; whereas the Deva Ceſtrenſis, 


or Chevy Chaſe, according to Dr. Joſeph 
Warton, is the exemplar of, 


Trip and go, 
Hcave and hoe, 
Up and down, 
To and fro. 


Vide Naſhe's Summer's Laſt Will and 


Teſtament, 1600. 


I obſerve that Raviſhment is a favou- 
rite word with Milton, Paradiſe Loſt, B. 
V. 46. Again, B. IX. 341. Again Com, 
V. 243.—Spenſer has it alſo in Aſtrophel. 
ſt. 7.—Whereof I earneſily recommend 
curly riſing to all minor Poets, as far bet- 
ter than ſleeping to concoct {urteits. Vid. 
Apology for Smectymnuus.—For the liſt- 
ening to Throſtles or Thruſhes, awaking 
the lileſ Sun, is an unreproved or inno- 
cent paſtime : As alſo are craxks, by which 
I underſtand croſs purpoſes. Vid. my 
Milton, 41,— Filline a wife With a daugh+ 
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ler fair,” is not an unclaſſical notien 
(Vid. my Milton, gg) if, according to Sir 
Richard Brathwaite, „She had a dim- 
„ pled chin, made for love to lodge 
« within,” (vid. my Milton 41.) “ While 
the cock,” vid. the ſame, 44.—Indeed, 
% My mother faid I could be no lad, till 
« J was twentye,” is a paſſage I notice 
in my Milton with a view to this; which 
ſee; and therein allo of a ſhepherdels, 
« taking the tale.” —"T were well likewiſe 
if Bards learned the Rebeck, or Rebible, 
being a ſpecies of Fiddle; for it ſolaceth 
the fatigued ſpirit much; though, to ſay 
the truth, we have it; tis preſent death 
for Fiddlers to tune their Rebecks, or Re- 
bibles, before the great Turk's grace. 
However, Middleton's Game ꝙ Cheſs is good 
for a Poet to perule, having quaint phraſcs 
fitting to be married to immortal terſe. 
Josyua PooLE, of Clare-hall, I alſo recom- 
mend as an apt guide for an alumnus of 
the Muſe.—Joſhua edited a choice Par- 
nallus 1657, in the which I find many 


delicious, 
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* delicious, mellow hangings” of poeſy— 
Hei s undoubtedly a“ ſonorous dactyliſt” 
and to him I add Mr. enner, Proctor 
of the Commons, and Commiſſary of St. 
Paul's, who is a gentleman of indefatiga- 
ble politeneſs in opening the Archives of 
4 Chapter-houſe, for the delectation of a 
jound critic. Toiell's Songs and Sonnets of 
uncertain Auctaures is likewile a butful, or 
plenteous work. I conclude with aſſuring 
the Public, that my brother remembers 
to have heard my father tell his (i. e. my 
brother's) firſt wite's ſecond couſin, that 
he, once, at Magdalen College, Oxtord, 
had it explained to him, that the famous 
pattage © His reaſons are as two grains of 
« wheat hid in two buſhels of chatt,” has 
no ſort of reference to verbal criticiſm and 
ſtale quotations. 


RECONI- 
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RECOMMENDATORY 


TESTIMONIES. 


Accorpig to the old and laudable uſage of Edi- 
tors, we ſhall now preſent our Readers with the judgments 
ef the learned, concerning our Poets. —'Theſe Teſtimonies, 

if they proceed from critical pens, cannot fail to have due 
influence on all impartial obſervers. —They pa an au- 
thor from one end of the kingdom to the other, as rapidly 
as the pauper Certificates of Magiſtracy.—Indeed it were 
much to be wiſhed, that as we have no State Licenſer of 
Poetry, it might at leaſt be made penal, to put forth rhymes 
without previouſly producing a certain number of ſureties 
for their goodneſs and utility; which precaution, if aſſiſt- 
ed with a few other regulations, ſuch as requiring all 
Practitioners in Verſe to take out a Licenſe, in the man- 
ner of many other Dealers in Spirits, &c. could not fail 
to introduce good order among this claſs of Authors, and 
Ulo to bring in a handſome ſum towards the aid of the 
public revenue. — Happy indeed will be thoſe Bards, who 
are ſupplied with as reputable vouchers as thoſe which are 
kere ſubjcined, 


C 1 


C2081 


Teſtimonies of Sir JosEpn MAWBE T's 
good Parts for Poetry. 


MISS HANNAH MORE. 


« SiR JosEPH, with the gentleſt ſym- 
pathy, begged me to contrive that he 
ſhould meet Ladilla, in her morning 
walk, towards the Hot-Wells. I took 
the proper meaſures for this t#te-a-tete 
between my two naturals, as I call this 
uneducated couple it ſucceeded be- 
youd my utmoſt hopes. For the firſi 
ten minutes they exchanged a world of 
ſimple obſervations on the difterent ſpe- 
cies of the brute creation, to which each 
had moſt obligations.—Lactilla praiſed 
her Cows—Sir Joſeph his Hogs.— An 
artlels eclogue, my dear madam, but 
warm from the heart.—At laſt the Muſe 
took her turn on the fapis of ſimple dia- 
logue.— In an inſtant both kindled into 
all the fervors—the delightful fervors, 


that 
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that are better imagined than deſcribed 
Suffice it to relate the ſequel.—La#illa 
pocketed a generous half- crown, and Sir 
Joſeph was inchanted! Heavens! what 


would this amiable Baronet have been, 
with the education of a Curate ?” 


Miss Haxnxan Morte's LETTER ro 
THE DouchEss OF CHAN DOs. 


OF THE SAME. 


By JONAS HANWAY, E/. 


In ſhort, theſe poor children who 
are employed in {weeping our chimnies, 
are not treated half ſo well as ſo many 
black Pigs—nor, indeed, a hundredth 
part ſo well, where the latter have the 
good fortune to belong to a benevolent 
maſter, ſuch as Sir Joleph Mawbey—a 
man who, notwithſtanding he is a bright 
Magiltrate, a diligent Voter in Parlia- 


ment, and a chaſte Huſband, 1s never- 
C 2 thelels 
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theleſs Author 5 ot a few fancies in the 
poetical way.” 


THOUGHTS ON OUR SAVAGE TREAT= 
MENT OF CHIMNEY-SWLEPERS, 


Teſtimonies in Favour of Sir CEciL WRAY, 
Bart. 


Dn. STRAT FORDE 


ALCANDEK, thou'rt a God, more than a God! 

Thou'rt pride of all the Gods, thou moun'tſt by 
WOCS=— | 

Hell ſqueaks, Eurus and Auſter ſhake the ſki 

Yet ſhall thy barge dance through the hiſſing wave, 

And on the foaming billows float to heaven!— 


EeP1STLE TO Sik CEcCiL WRA, UNDER 
THE CHARACTER OF ALCANDER. 


* Author of 58 Tragedies, only one of which, to the 
diſgrace of our Theatres, has as yet appearcd, 
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OF THE SAME. 
By Mes. GEORGE ANNE BELLAMY. 


« I WAS litting one evening, (as in- 
deed I was wont to do, when out of 
ca) aſtride the balluſtrade of Weſtmin- 
ſter-bridge, with my tavourite little dog 
under my arm. I had that day parted with 
my diamond windmill. —Lite was never 
very dear to me—but a thouſand thoughts 
then ruſhed into my heart, to jump this 
world, and ſpring into eternity.—TI de- 
termined that my faithful Pompey ſhould 
bear me company I preſled him cloſe, 
and actually ſtretched out, fully reſolved 
to plunge into the ſtream; when luckily 
(ought I to call it fo? ) that charming 
fellow, (for ſuch he then was) Sir Cecil 
Wray, catching hold of Pompey's tail, 
pulled him back, and with him pulled 
back me.—In a moment I found myſelf 
in a clean hackney-coach, drawn by 
grey horſes, with a remarkable civil 
coachman, fainting in my Cecil's arms ; 
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and though I then loſt a little diamond 
pin, yet (contrary to what, I hear, has 
been aſſerted) I xeEver proſecuted that 
gallant Baronet; who, in leſs than a 
fortnight after, with his uſual wit and 
genius, diſpatched me the following ex- 
tempore poem : 


While vou prepar'd, dear Anne, on Styx to ſail— 
Lo! one dog fſav'd you by another's tail. 


To which, in little more than a month, 
I penned, and ſent the following reply: 


You pinch'd my dog, 'tis true, and check'd my fail— 
But then my pin—ah, there you ſqeez'd zn tail. 


NINTH VOLUME OF MS. GEORGE ANNE 
PeLLawuy's APOLOGY, NOW PREPARING 
FOR TKE PRESS. 


————______— 


Teſlimony of the great Parts of Coxsr Ax» 
TIN E, Lond MULGRAVE, and bis 
_ Brethren. 
Ms. BOSWELL. 
« AMONG thoſe who will vote for 
continuing the old efiabliſhed number 
of our Seſſion Juſtices, may I not count 


Ol 
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on the tribe of Phipps—they love good 
places; and I know Mulgrave is a bit of 
a poet as well as myſelf; for I dined in 
company once, where he dined that very 
day twelvemonth. My excellent wife, 
who is a true Montgomery, and whom 1 
like now as well as I did 20 years ago, 
adores the man who felt for the maternal 
pangs of a whelpleſs bear. For my own 
part, however, there 1s no action I more 
conſtantly ridicule, than his Lordſhip's 
prepoſterous pity for thoſe very ſufferings 
which he himſelf occaſioned, by ordering 
his failors to ſhoot the young bears. 
But though I laugh at him, how hand- 
ſome will it be it be votes againſt Dun- 
das to oblige me. My difliking him and 
his family, is no reaſon tor his diſliking 
me—on the contrary, it he oppoſes us, 
is it not probable that that great young 
man, whom I ſincerely adore, may ſay, 
in his own lofty language, Mulgrave, 
Mulgrave, don't vex the Scotch don't 
provoke 'em! God damn your ugly head ! 
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—if we dont crouch to Bute, we fhall 
all be turned out ; God eternally damn 
you for a ſtupid boar! I know we ſhall ! 
Pardon me, great Sir, for preſuming to 
forge the omnipotent bolts of your in- 
comparable thunder. 


APPENDIX TO MR. BosWELL's PAMPHLET 
ON THE SCOTCH JUDGES, 


Teſtimony of NATHANIEL WILLIAM 
WRAXALL, Ejq. bis great Merit. 
LORD MONBODDO. 


« SINCE I put forth my laſt volume, 
I have read the excellent Ode of Mr. 


Wraxall, and was pleaſed to find that 


bold apoſtrophe in his delicious lyric, 
«+ Hail Ouran Outangs! Hail Anthropophagi!”? 


My principals are now pretty univer- 
fally known ; but on this occafion I will 
repeat them ſuccinctly. I believe, from 
the bottom of my ſoul, that all mankind 
are abſolute Ouran Outangs. That the 

teudal 
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feudal tenures are the great cauſe of our 
not retaining the perfect appearance of 
Ourans.— That human beings originally 
moved on all fours—That we had i.etier 
move in the fame way again—That there 
has been Giants ninety feet high That 
ſuch Giants ought to have moved on all 
fours That we all continue to be Ouran 
Outangs ſtill—ſome more ſo—lome leſs 
but that Nathaniel William Wraxall, Elq. 
is the trueſt Ouran Outang in Great-Bri- 
tain, and therefore ought immediately 
to take to all fours, and eſpecially to 
make all his motions in Parliament in 
that way. 


PosTSCRIPT ro LorD MONBODDoO'S 
ANCIENT e 


Teſtimony of the great Powers for Poeſy, 
innate in MicHAEL ANGELO Tay- 


LOR, Eſq. 
DR. BURNEY, 


1 SHALL myſelf compoſe Mr. Tay- 
Jor's Ode lis merit I admire——his 


origin 
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origin I have traced—tie is deſcended 


fro Mr. John Taylor, the famous 


Water-Poet, who with good natural 
talents, never proceeded farther in edu- 
cation than his Accidence.—John Tay- 
lor was born in Glouceſterihire—lI find 
that he was bound apprentice to a Wa- 
terman—but in proceſs of time kept a 
public-houſe in Phoenix-alley, Long- 
acre*,—Read John's modeſt recital of 
his humble culture 


J muit conſeſs I do want eloquence, 

« And never ſcarce did learn my Accidence 
% For havivg got from Poilum to Poſter, 

*« I there was gravell' J, nor could farther get.“ 


John wrote fourſcore Books, but died in 
1654 — lere you have John's Epitaph— 


* This anccdote was majeſtically inſerted in my 
manuſcript copy of Haindei's Commemoration, by 
that Great Perlonage to wine judgment I ſubmitted 
it. (I take every occalion of ſhewing the inſertion as 
a good puff. I wiſh, however, the fame hand had 
iunbſeribec for the book.) I did not publiſh any of the 
ſaid altcrations in that work, reſcrving ſome of them 
for my Edition of The Ti. 


« lere 
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6 Here lies the Water Poet, honeſt John, 
«© Who rowed on the ſtreams of Helicon; 

Where, having many rocks, and dangers paſt, 
«© He at the haven of heav'n arrived at laſt.” 


There is a print of John, holding an 
oar in one hand, and an empty purſe in 
the other. Motto Et babeo, meaning 
the oar Et careo— meaning the caſh— 
It is too bold a venture to predict a cloſe 


analogy 'twixt Jobn and Michael—Sure 
am 1, 


If Michael goeth on, as Michael hath begun, 
Michael will equal be to famous Taylor John. 


I ſhall publiſh both the Taylors' works, 
with the ſcore of Michael's Ode, ſome 
| Thort time hence, in as thin a quarto as 
my Handel's commemoration, price one 
gninea in boards, with a view of John's 
houſe in Phcenix-alley, and Sir Robert's 


carriage as Sherift of London and Mid- 
dleſex. 
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Teſtimony for PerrER ARDEN, E/. I. 
Anſtoer to a Caſe for the Opinion of 
GEORGE HARDIX GE, Eſq. Altorney 
General to ber Majeſty. 


I HAVE peruled this Ode, and find 
it containeth eight hundred and forty-ſeven 
worDs—two thuujand one hundred and four 
SYLLABLES—four thouſand three hundred 
and /orty-four LETTERS*.—It is, therefore, 
my opinion, that ſaid Ode is a good and 
complete title to all thoſe fees, honaurs, 
perquiſites, enioluments, and gratuities, 
uſually annexed, adjunct to, and depend- 
ant on, the office of Poet Laureat, late in 
the occupation of William Whitehead, 
Efq. defunct. 

G. HARDINGE, 


Sc the learned Gentleman's arithmetical Speech 
on the Weltminſter Scrutiny, 


Teflimony 
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* in favour of Sir RICHARD 
HILL, Bart. 


LORD GEORGE GORDON. 


To the EpiTOR of the PuBLic ADVERTISER. 


Mar. PRINTER. 


I CALL upon all the Privy Council, 
Charles Jenkinſon, Mr. Bond, and the 


Lord Mayor of London, to protect my 
| perſon from the Popiſh Spies ſet over me 
by the Cabinet of William Pitt.—On 
Thurſday ult. having read the Ode of 
my friend, Sir Richard, in a print ami- 
cable to my Proteſtant Brethren, and 
approving 1t, I accordingly viſited that 
pious Baronet, who, if called on, will 
verify the ſame.—I then told Sir Richard 
what I now repcat, that George the 
Third ought to fend away all papiſt 
Ambaſladors. [ joined Sir Richard, 
Lady Hill, and her coulin, in an excel- 
lent hymn, turned from the 1ſt of Mat- 


thew, 
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thew, by Sir Richard.— I hereby recom- 
mend it to the 80 Societies of Proteſtants 
in Glaſgow, knowing it to be ſound or- 
thodox truth; for that purpoſe, Mr. 
Woodfall, I now entruſt it to your ſpecial 
care, conjuring you to print it, as you 


hope to be ſaved. 


Salmon begat Booz— 
Booz begat Obed— 
Obed begat Jeſſe, ſo as 
Jeſſe begat David, 
AMEN, 
And I am, SIR, 


Your humble Servant, 


GEO. GORDON. 


Teſlimony 
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Teſtimony in favour of Majox Jonx 
ScoTT's Poelical Talents. 


WARREN HASTINGS, ESQ. 


In an Extract from a private Letter to a 
Great Perſonage. 


« I TRUST, therefore, that the rough 
diamonds will meet with your favour- 
able conſtruction. —They wii! be deliver- 
ed by my excellent friend Major John 
Scott, who, in obedience to my orders, 
has taken a feat in Parliament, and pub- 
liſhed ſundry tracts on my intregrity. 
I can venture to recommend him as an 
impenetrable arguer, no man's propoſi- 
tions flowing in a more deleterious 
ſtream; no man's exprellions ſo little 
hanging on the thread of opinion. 
He has it in command to compole the 
beſt and moſt magnificent Ode on your 
Majeſty's birth-day. 

What can I fay more? 


A FULL 


A FULL AND TRUE 
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OF THE 


Rev. TrHomas WaARTON's ASCENSION 
FROM 
CHRIST-CHURCH MEADOW, OXFORD, 


(In the Balloon of James Sadler, Paſtry-Cook to the faid 
Univerſity) on Friday the 2oth of May, 1785, for the 
purpoſe of compoting a ſublime Opt in honour of his 
Majeſty's Birth-Day ; atteſted before IHN Wey- 
LAND, Eſq. one of his Majcity's Juſtices of the Peace 

| for the County of Oxford +. 


T was in obedience to the advice of 

my brother Dr. Joleph Warton, that 
I came to a determination on the gth of 
May ult. to compole my firſt Birth-day 


+ It cannot fail to attract the Reader's particular at- 
tention to this very curious piece, to inform him, that 
Signor Delpini's decifion, in favour of Mr. Warton, 
was chicfly grounded on the new and 3 — ſty le 
of writing herein attelted. 


Ode, 
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Ode, at the elevation of one mile above 
the earth, in the Balloon of my inge- 
nious friend, Mr. James Sadler, of this 
city. Accordingly, having agreed for 
the fame, at a very moderate rate per 
hour, (I paying all charge of inflating, 
and ſtanding to repairs) at nine in the 
morning, on Friday the 2Sth of fad 
month, I repaired to Chrilt-church-mea- 
dow, with my ballaſt, proviſions, cat, 
{pcaking-trumpet, and other neceſlaries. 
At was my firſt de!ign to have invited 
Dr. Joicph to have aſcended with me; 
but apprehending the malicious conſtruc- 
tion that might follow on this, as if, 
forſcoth, my intended Ode was to be a 
joint production, I e'en made up my 
mind to mount alone —My proviſions 
principally conſiſted of a {mall pot of 
ſtewed prunes, and half of a plain diet- 
bread cake, both prepared and kindly 
preſented to me by the fame ingenious 
hand which had fabricated the Balloon. 


I had alſo a ſmall ſubſidiary ſtock, viz: 
e a loat 


L xxxvil J 


a loaf of Sandwiches, three bottles of 
old ale, a pint of brandy, a ſallad ready 
mixed, a roll of collared eel, a cold 
gooſe, fix damſon tartlets, a few china 
oranges, and a roaſted pig of the Chineſe 
breed ; together with a ſmall light 
barometer, and a proper ſtore of writing 
utenſils; but no note, memorandum, 
nor looſe hint of any kind, ſo help me 
God! -M aſcenſion was majeltic, to 
an uncommon degree of tardineſs. I 
was ſoon conſtrained therefore to lighten 
my Balloon, by throwing out ſome part 
of my ballaſt, which conſiſted of my 
own Hiſtory of Poetry, my late edition 


of Miltoa's Minora, my Miſcellaneous 


Verſes, Odes, Sonnets, Elegies, Inſcrip- 
tions, Monodies, and Complaints; my 
Obſervations on Spencer, the King's laſt 
Speech, and Lord Mountmorres's pam- 
phlet on the Iriſh Reſolutions. On 
throwing out his Lordſhip's Eſſay, the 
Balloon ſprang up ſurprizingly; but the 
weight ot my provitons till n 
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the elevation, I was fain to part with 
both volumes of my Spencer, and all of 
my laſt edition of Poems, except thoſe 
that are marked with an aſteriſk, as never 
before printed: which very quickly ac- 
celerated my aſcenfion—I now found 
the barometer had fallen four inches and 
ſix lines; in eight minutes. In leſs than 
eleven minutes after I had aſcended very 
conſiderably indeed, the barometer having 
then fallen near ſeventeen inches; and 
preſently after I entered a thick black 
cloud, which I have ſince found render- 
ed me wholly obſcured to all obſervation. 
In this ſituation I loſt no time to begin 
my Ode; and accordingly, in the courſe 
of 25 minutes, I produced the very lines 
which now commence it. The judicious 
critic will notice, that abſence of the 
plain and trite ſtyle which mark the paſ- 
ſage I reter to; nor am I fo uncandid to 
deny the powerful eſficacy of miſt, dark- 
nels, and obicurity, on the ſublime and 


miſterious topics I there touch on: It 
e 2 cannot 
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cannot fail alſo to ſtrike the intelligent 
obſerver, that the expreſſion ſo much 
commented on, of * N echoing car,” was 
obviouſly ſuggeſted by that very car in 
which I mylelt was then feated—Finding 
however that, together with the increaſed 
denſity of the overſhadowing cloud, the 
coldneſs alſo was proportionably increaſ- 
ed, fo as at one time to freeze my ink 
completely over for near 20 minutes, I 
thought it prudent, by means of open- 
ing the valve at the vortex of my Bal- 
loon, to emit part of the aſcending pow- 
er. This occaſioned a proportionate de- 
ſcent very ſpeedily : but I muſt not over- 
look a phwenomenon which had previ- 
oufly occurred -[t was this: On a 
luduen the nibs of ail my pens (and J 
took up 48, in compliment to the num- 
ber oi my Sovcreign's years) as if at- 
tracted by the polar power, pointed up- 
warus, cach pen erecting itielf perpen- 
dicular, and relting on the point of its 
teather. I found alſo, to my no {mall 

ſur- 
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{urprize, that during the whole of this 
period, every one of my letters was actu- 
ally cut topſy-turvy wife; which I the 
rather mention, to account for any ap- 
pearance of a correſpondent inverſion in 
the courſe of my ideas at that period. 

On getting nearer the earth, the ap- 
pearances I have deſcribed altogether 
ceaſed, and I inſtantly penned the ſecond 
diviſion of my Ode; I mean that which 
ſtates his moſt excellent Majelty to be 
the patron of the fine arts. But here 
(for which I am totally at a loſs to ac- 
count) I found myſelt deſcending ſo very 
rapidly, that even after I had thrown out 
not only two volumes of my Hiitory of 
Poetry, but alſo a conſiderable portion of 
my pig, I ſtruck, nevertheleſs, with ſuch 
violence on the weather-cock of a church, 
that unleſs | had immediately parted with 
the remainder of my ballaſt, excepting 
only his Majeſty's Speech, one pen, the 
paper of my Ode, and a ſmall ink-bottle, I 
mult intallibly have been a-ground. For- 


tunately 
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tunately, by ſo rapid a diſcharge, | pro- 
cured a quick re- aſcenſion; when im- 
mediately, though much pinched with 
the cold, the mercury having ſuddenly 
fallen 22 inches, I ſet about my con- 
cluding ſtanza, viz. that which treats 
of his Majelty's molt excellent chaſtity. 
And here I lay my claim to the indul- 
gence of the critics to that part of my 
Ode ; for what with the ſhock I had re- 
ceived in ſtriking on the weather-cock, 
and the effect of the prunes which I had 
now nearly exhauſted, on a ſudden I 
found myſelf very much diſordered in- 
deed. Candour required my juſt touch- 
ing on this circumſtance ; but delicacy 
muſt veil the particulars in eternal obli- 
vion. At length, having completed the 
great object of my aſcent, I now re- 
opened the valve, and deſcended with 
great rapidity. They only who have 
travelled in Balloons, can imagine the 
ſincere joy of my heart, at perceiving Dr. 

Joſeph 
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Joſeph cantering up a turnip-field near 
Kidlington Common, where ! landed ex- 
actly at a quarter after two o'clock ; 
having, from my firſt elevation, com- 
pleted the period of five hours and fifteen 
minutes; four of which, with the fraction 
of ten ſeconds, were entirely devoted to 
my Ode.—Dr Joſeph quite hugged me 
in his arms, and kindly lent me a ſecond 
wig, (my own being thrown over at the 
time of my ſtriking) which, with his 
uſual precaution, he had brought in his 
pocket, in caſe of accidents. I take this 
occalion alſo to pay my thanks to Thomas 
Gore, Eſq. for ſome excellent milk- 
punch, which he directed his butler to 
furniſh me with moſt opportunely ; and 
which I then thought the moſt ſolacing 
beverage I ever had regaled withal. Dr. 
Joſeph and myſelf reached Oxford in 
the dilly by five in the evening, the po- 
pulace moſt handſomely taking off the 
horſes for ſomething more than the laſt 
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Half mile, in honour of the firſt Literary 
Areonaut of theſe kingdoms— 


As witneſs my band this 224 of May, 1783. 
THOMAS WARTON. 


CERTIFICATE. 


CM in. THIS is to certify, to all 
whom it may concern, That the atore- 
jaid Thomas and Joſeph Warton came 
before me, one of his Majeſty's Juſtices 
of the Peace for the ſaid county, and did 
ſolemnly make oath to the truth of the 
above caſe, 


His 


Sworn before nie, JounFWEYLAND. 
Mark. 


LAUREAT 


LAUREAT ELECTION. 


N the demiſe of the late excellent 
Bard, William Whitehead, Eſq. 

Poet Laureat to his Majeſty, it was de- 
cidedly the opinion of his Majeſty's 
great ſuperintendant Miniſter, that the 
ſaid office ſhould be forthwith declared 
elective, and in future continue ſo; in 
order as well to provide the ableſt ſuc- 
ceſſor on the prelent melancholy occa- 
lion, as alſo to ſecure a due preference 
to ſuperior talents, upon all future va- 
cancies: It was in conſequence of this 
determination, that the following Pub- 


lic Notice iſſued from _ Cham- 


berlain's Office, and became the unme- 
diate cauſe of the celebrat -_ that 
is recorded in theſe pages. 


A ADVER- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Lord Chamberlain's Office, April 26. 


IN order to adminiſter ſtrict and impar- 
tial juſtice to the numerous Candidates 
tor the vacant POET LAUREATSHIP, 


many of whom are of illuſirious birth, 
and high character, 


Notice is hereby given, That the 
ſame form will be attended to in receiv- 
ing the names of the ſaid Candidates, 
which is invariably obſerved in regiſter- 
ing the Court Dancers. The liſt to be 
finally cloſed on Friday evening next. 


Each Candidate is expected to deliver 
in a PROBATIONARY BIRTH-DAY 
ODE, with his name, and allo perſonally 
to appear on a future day, to recite the 
fame before ſuch literary judges as the 
Lord Chamberlain, in his wiſdom, may 
appoint 


LAUREAT 
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LAUREAT ELECTION. 


The following Account, though modeſty ſtiled a H 
Sketch, according to the known delicacy of the Edito- 
rial Style, is in fact 4 Report, evidently penned by the 
hand of a Matter. 


HasTy SKETCH of Wedneſday's Buſineſs at the 


Lord CHAMBERLAIN's OFFICE. 


I conſequence of the late general notice, 
given by public advertiſement, of an open 
election for the vacant office of Poet Laureat 
to their Majeſties, on the terms of Prouba- 
tionary Comp -ofitions, a conſiderable number 
of the moſt eminent caaracters in the fa- 
ſhionable world aſ/-mbled at the Lord Cham- 
berlain's Office, Srable-yard, Sr. James's, on 
Wedneſday laſt, between the hours of twelve 
and two, hen Mr. Ramus was immediate- 
ly diſpatched to Lord Saliſbury's, acquaint- 
ing his Lordſhip therewith, and foliciting 
his attendance to receive the ſeveral candi— 
dates, and admit their reſpective tenders. 


A 2 | His 
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His Lordſhip arriving in a ſhort time after, 
the following Noblemen and Gentlemen were 
immediately preſented to his Lordſhip by 
John Calvert, fun. Ejq. in quality of Secretary 
to the Office. James Eley, Eſq. and Mr. Sa- 
muel Betty, attending allo as firſt and ſecond 
Clerk, the following liſt of candidates was 
made out forthwith, and duly entered on the 


roll, as a preliminary record to the ſubſe— 
quent proceedings. 


The Right Rev. Dr. William Markham, 
Lord Archbiſhop of York. 

The Right Hon. Edward, Lord Thurlow, 
Lord High Chancellor of Great Britain. | 

The moſt Noble James, Marquis of Graham, | 

The Right Hon. Harvey Redmond, Viſc. 
Mountmorres, of the Kingdom of Ireland. 

The Right Hon. Conſtantine, Lord Mul- 
grave, ditto. 
The Right Hon. Henry Dundas. 

Sir George Howard, K. B. 

Sir Cecil Wray, Baronet. 

Sir Joſeph Mawbey, ditto. 

Sir Richard Hill, ditto, 

Sir Gregory Page Turner, ditto. 

The Rev. William Malon, B. D. 


The 
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The Rev. Thomas Warton, B. D, 

The Rev. George Prettyman, D. D. 

The Rev. Joſeph Warton, ditto. 

Pepper Arden, Eſq. Attorney-General to 
his Majeſty. 

Michael Angelo Taylor, Eſq. M. P. 

James M'Pherſon, Eſq. ditto, 

Major John Scott, ditto. 

Nath. William Wraxhall, Eſq. ditto. 

Monſ. Le Meſurier, Membre du Parlement 
d'Angleterre, 


The {ſeveral candidates having taking their 
places at a table provided for the occaſion, 
the Lord Chamberlain, in the politeſt manner, 
ſignified his wiſh that each canditate would 
forthwith recite ſonie ſample of his poetry as 
he came provided with for the occaſion; at 
the ſame ume moſt modeſtly confeſſing his 
own inexperience in all ſuch matters, and in- 
treating their acquieſcence therefore in his 
appointment of his friend, Mr. Delpiui, of the 
Haymarket Theatre, as an active and able 
atletlor on ſo important an occation. Accord- 
ingly Mr. Delpm: being immediately intro- 
duced, the feveral candidates proceeded to 
recite their compoſitions, according to their 

rank 
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rank and precedence in the above liſt both his 
Lordſhip and his aſſeſſor attended throughout 
the whole of the readings with the protound- 
eſt reſpect, and taxing no. reficſhment what- 
toever, except ſome China Oranges and biſcuir, 
which were alio handed about to the com- 
pany by Mr. John Secker, Clerk of the Houſ- 
bold, and Myr. /F:!iiu4z2 iſe, Groom of the 
Buttery. 

At half altar five, the readings being com- 
plered, his Lordſhip and Afr, Dela; retired to 
an adjoining chamber; Mrs. Elizabeth Dyer, 
Keeper of the Butter and Egg Office, and 
Mr. Foha Hoek, Deliverer of Greens, being 
admitted to the candidates with ſeveral other 
refreſhments. ſuitable to the fatigue of the 
day. Two Yoemen of the Mouth, and a 
Tura-broacher attended likewiſe ; and indeed 
every exertion was made to conduct the little 
occationed repaſt that followed with the utmoſt 
decency and convenience; the whole being 
at the expence of the Crown, notwithſtanding 
every effort to the contrary on the part of 
N.. Gilbert. 

At length the awful moment arrived, when 
the delur 677407; was finally to be pronounced 
on the buly labours of the day—never did 

Lord 
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Lord Saliſbury appear to greater advantage 
never did his aſſeſſor more amuſngly conſole 
the diſcomfitures of the failing candidates 
every thing that was affable, every thing that 
was mollifying, was ably exprefied by both 
the judges; but poetical ambition is not caſily 
allayed. When the fatal fiat was announced 
in favour of the Rev. Thomas Warton, a 
general gloom overſpread the whole fociety— 
a ſtill and awtul filence long prevailed. At 
length Sir Cecil Wray ſtarted up, and empha— 
tically pronounced a {irutiny! a ſcrutiny — 
A ſhout of applauſe ſucceded—in vain did 
the incomparable Buffo introduce his moſt 
comic geſtures—in vain was his admirable 
leg pointed horizontally at every head in the 
room—a ſcrutiny was demanded—and a ſeru— 
tiny was granted. In a word, the Lord 
Chamberlain declared his readine(s to ſubmit 
the productions of the day tv the inſpection 
of the public, referving nevertheleſs to him- 
felt and his aſſeſſor, the full power of an- 
nulling or eſtabliſhing the ſentence already 
pronounced, It is in conſequence of the 
above direction, that we ſhall now give the 
public the ſaid PROBATIONARY VERSES, com- 
mencing with thoſe, however, which are 


the 
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the production of ſuch of the candidates as 
moſt vehemently infiſted on the right of ap- 
peal, conceiving ſuch priority to be in juſtice 
granted to the perſons whofe public ſpirit has 
given ſo lucky a turn to this poctical election. 
According to the above order, the firſt com- 
poſition that we lay before the public, is the 
following :— 


N?. 1. 
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Ne. I. 


IRREGULAR O D E. 
The Wor Ds by Six CECIL WRAY, BAT. 


The SvELLING by Mr, GROJAN, Attorney at Law. 


PARK! harkI—hip! hip!—hoh! hoh! 
What a mort of bards are a ſinging 
Athwart—acroſs—below—— 
I'm ſure there's a dozen a dinging ! 
I hear ſweet Shells, loud Harps, large Lyres 
Some, I trow, are tun'd by Squires— 
Some by Prieſts, and ſome by Lords !--while Jos and I 
Our bloody hands, hoiſt up, like meteors, on high! 
Yes, Joe and T 
Are em'lous- Why? 
It is becauſe, great CæsAR, you are clever. 
Therefore we'd ſing of you for ever! 
Sing—fing—ſing—fing 
God ſave the King! 
Smile then, CsAR, ſmile on Wray! 
Crown at laſt his p with bay 
Come, oh! bay, and with thee bring 
Salary, illuſtrious thing! 


Laurels vain of Covent- garden, 


don't value you a farding 
B Let 


E 


Let ſack my ſoul cheer, 
Fot *tis ſick of ſmall beer! 
Ca3ar! C SAR! give it do! 


Great CAR giv't all, for my Muſe *doreth you !— 


Oh faireſt of the Heavenly Nine, 
Enchanting Satan, Muſe divine! 
Whether on Phebas” hoary head, 
By blue-ey'd Rhadamanthas led, 
Or with young Ilelicon you ſtray, 


Where mad Parnaſſus points the way; — 


Goddeſs of EIL xis hill, 

Deſcend upon my Pæan's quill. —— 

The light Nymph licars—no more 

F, Pegaſus meand'ring ſhore, 

Ambre/ia playful boy, 

Plumps her je ne ſpat quo; / —— 
mount! -I mount !— 

I'm half a Lark—Pm half an Eagle! 
Twelve i. > count 


] fee their dam ſlie is a Beagle 
Ye Royal little ones, 
| 1ove your fleſh and bones 


You are an arch, rear'd with immortal ſtones ! 


idornia ſtrikes his harp! 
Shuttle, fly !—woot: wed! warp! 
F:, far, from me and you, 
In latitude North 52.— 
Rebellion's huſh'd, 
The merchant's fuſh'd;:— 
Hail awful Prunfavict, Saxe-Gotha, hail! 


Not G-erge, but Louis, now ſhall turn his tail! 


Thus, 


HI 


Thus, I a-far from mad debate, 
Like an old wren, 
With my good hen, 
Or a young gander, 
Am a by-ſtander, 


To all the peacock pride, and vain regards of ſtate !- 


Yet it the laurel prize, 
Dearer than my cyes, 
Curs'd Warton tries 
For to ſurprize, 
By the eternal God [ll scRUTINIZE! 


Ne. II. 


Ne, II. 


ODE ON THE NEW YEAR, 


BY LORD MULGRAVE. 


STROPHE. 


O for a Muſe of Fire, 
With blazing thumbs to touch my torpid lyre 
Now in the darkſome regions round the Pole, 
Tigers fierce, and Lions bold, 
With wild affright would ſee the ſnow-hills roll, 
Their ſharp teeth chattering with the cold, — 
But that Lions dwells not there 
Nor beaſt, nor Chriſtian—none but the White Bear! 
The White Bear howls amid the tempelt's roar, 
And liſ ning Whales ſwim headlong from the ſhore! 


ANTISTROPHE. (by Brother Haary.) 


Farewell awhile, ye ſummer breezes ! 
What is the life of man? 
A ſpan! 
Sometimes 1t thaws, ſometimes it freezes, 
Juſt as it pleaſes! | 
If Heaven decrees, fierce whirlwinds rend the air, 
And then again (behold !) 'tis fair! 
Thus 
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Thus peace and war on earth alternate reign: 
Au'picious Georce, thy powerful word 
Gives peace to France and Spain, 
And ſheaths the martial {word ! 


STROPHE II. (By Brother CHaRLes.) 


And now gay Hope, her anchor dropping, 

And blue-ey'd Peace, and black-ey'd Pleaſures, 
And Plenty, in light cadence hopping, 

Fain would dance to WuriTEartad's meaſures, 
But WHriTEKEAD now in dcath repoſes, 
Crown'd with laurel! crown'd with roſes! 

Yet we, with laurel-crown'd, his dirge will ſing, 

And thus deſerve freſh laurels from the Kixe. 


Ns, III. 


Py Six JOSEPH MAWBEY, Barr. 


STROPHE. 


HARK !—to yon heavenly ſkies, 
Nature's congenial perfumes upwards riſe! 
From each throng'd ſtye 
That ſaw my gladſome eye, 
Incenſe, quite ſmoaking hot, aroſe, 
And caught my ſever ſweet ſenſes - by the 2 


AlR—accompanied by the LEARNED Pic. 


Tell me, dear Muſe, oh! tell me, pray, 
Why Jotr's fancy friſks ſo gay; 
Is it -you ſlut it is ſome holy—hboliday /— 
[ Here Muſe whiſpers I,—Sir Jaſepb.] 
Indeed !—Repeat the fragrant ſound ! 
Puſh love, and loyalty around, 


Through 1rifb, Scotch, as well as Britiſb ground! 


CHORUS. 


For this Bic Mozn 

GREAT GEORGE was born! 
The tidings all the Poles ſhall ring! 

Due homage will pay, 

On this, t 5 native day, 


GR CE, by the grace Cad, my rightful KING: 
AIR, 


„ 
AIR —with Lautes. 


Well might my dear lady ſay, 
As lamb-like by her fide I lay, 
This very, very morn ; 
Hark! Jozy, hark! 
T hear the lark, 
Or elſe it is—the ſweet Sowwgelder's horn! 


ANTISTROPHE. 


Forth, from their ſtyes, the briſtly victims lead 
A ſcore of Hocs, flat on their backs, ſhall bleed. 
Mind they be ſuch on which good Gods might feaſt ! 
And that 
In lily fat, 
They cut fix inches on the ribs, at leaſt ! 


DUET —with Marrow-bones and Cl:awer:. 


Butcher end Cook begin! 
We'll have a royal greaſy chin! 
Tit bits ſo nice and rare, — 
Prepare! Prepare! 
Let none abſtain, 
Refrain! 
l give 'em pork in plenty cut, and come again! 


RECITATIVE. 
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tlog! Porker! Roaſter! Boar-ſtag! Barbicue! 

Checks! Chines! Crow! Chitterlings! and Haſelet new! 

Springs! Spare-ribs! Sauſages! Sous'd-lugs! and Face! 

With piping-hot Peaſe-pudding—plenteous place! 
Hands! 
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Hands! Hocks! Hams! Haggis, with high ſeas'ning 
fll'd ! 

Gammons! Green Griſkins! on gridirons grill'd ! 

Liver! and Lights! from Plucks that moment drawn, 

Pigs* Puddings! Black and White! with Canterbury 
Brawn !— | 


TRIO. 


Fall too 
Ye Royal crew! 
Eat! Eat your bellies full! pray do 
At treats I never winces ;— 
The Queen ſhall ſay, 
Once in a way, 


Her Maids have been well cramm'd—her young ones 
din'd like Princes ! 


FULL CHORUS—accompanied by the while Ho EAN. 


For this Bic Morn 
GrEaAT GEORGE was born 
The tidings all-the Poles ſhall rings 
Due homage will I pay, 
On this, thy native day, 
Gone! by the grace of God, my rightful King!) |! ! * 


Ne, IV, 
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go. 
By Sis RICHARD HILL, Baar. 


HAIL pious Muſe of faintly love, 
Unmix'd, unſtain'd with earthly drofs ! 
Hail Muſe of Methodijm, above 
The Royal Mews at Charing-crofl: ! 
Behold both hands I raite ; 
Behold both knees I bend; 
Behold both eye-balls gaze! 
Quick, Muſe, deſcend, deſcend ! 
Meck Muſe of Madan, thee my foul invokes== 
Oh point my pious puns! oh faaciif} my jokes! 


II. 


Deſcend, and, oh! in mem! ep 
There's a time to waxe- at ep 
A time to laugh—a time tg cry | 
The Ble ſays fo—ſc do 1! 

Then broad-awake, oh, cone to me! 


And thou my Eaftern ſtar ſha't be 


II. 


MiLLtes, bard of deathleſ; name, 
Moses, wag of merry fame; 
Holy, holy, holy pair, 
Hearken to vour vot'ry's pray'r! 
C Grant 


E 
Grant, that like Solomon's of old, 
My faith be ſtill in Proverbs told; 
Like his, let my religicn be 
Conundrums of divinity. 
And oh! to mine, let each ſtrong charm belong, 
That breaths ſalacious in the w/e man's ſong; 
And thou ſweet bard, for ever dear 
To each impaſſion'd love-fraught ear, 
Soft, luxuriant RocursTExr; 
Deſcend, and ev'ry tint beſtow, 
That gives to phraſe its ardent glow ; 
From thee, thy willing Hill ſhall learn 
Thoughts that melt, and words that burn: 
Then ſmile, oh, gracious, ſmile on this petition! 
So Solomon, gay Wilmet join'd with thee, 
Shall ſhew the world that ſuch a thing can be, 
As, ſtrange to tell !—a virtuous Coalition / | 


. K — — . —ů — 


IV. 


Thou too, thou dread and awful ſhade 
Of dear departed Witt WAIT HEAD. 
Look through the blue ztherial fries, | 


And view me with propitious eyes! 

- Whether thou moſt delight | to loll 

On Son's top, or near the Pole / 

4 Bend from thy mountains, and reraember ſtill 
The wants and wiſhes of a leſſer Hul 
Then, like Elijab, fled to realms 3 

To me, thy friend, bequeath thy hallow'd cloak, 
And by its virtue Richard may improve, 

And in % habit preach, and pun, and joke! 


Te | 
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The Lord doth give—The Lord doth take a.. 
Then good Lord SaPfbury attend to me,— 
Baniſh theſe ſons of Belial in diſmay ; 
And give the praiſe to a true Phari/ce : 
For ſure of all the /ribes that Iſrael curſt, 
Theſe /cri5es poetic, are by far the worſt. 


To thee, my Samſon, unto thee I call 
Exert thy jaw—and ſtraight diſperſe them all 
So, as in former times, the Philiſtines ſhall fall! 
Then as 'twas th* beginning, 
So to th' end 't ſhall be; 
My Muſe will ne'er leave ſinging 
The Lord of Sar'spurRY!!! 


C 3 No, V. 
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IN TEE TRUZ 22<IAN SUBLIMITY. 


laCPHERSON, 


DCS che wind touch thee, O Harp? 
Or ſome paſſing Ghoſt? 
Is it hy hand, 
Spirit of the departed Scrutiny ? 
Bring me the Harp, pride of CHaTHan: 
Snow 15 on thy boſom, 
Maid of the modeſt eye! 
A ſong ſhall riſe! | 
Every ſoul ſhall depart at the ſound! ! | 
The wither's thiſtle ſhall crown my head! ! 
| behold thee, O King! 
I behold the ſitting on malt! ! ! 
Thy form is like a watery cloud, 
Singing in the deep like an oyſter!!! ! 
Thy face is like the beams of the ſetting moon 
Thy cyes are of two decaying flames! 
Thy nole is like the ſpear of RoLLo! ! ! 
Thy. ears are like three boſſy ſhields! ! ! 
Strangers ſhall rejoice at thy chin! 


Thy 


E 


The ghoſts of dead Tories ſhall hear me 
In their airy hall! 

The wither'd thiſtle ſhall crown my head! 
Bring me the Harp, 
Son of ChHaTHam |! 


But thou, O King ! give me the Laurel! 


N 


NI. 


{HOUGH the following Offianade does not 
immediately come under the defcription of 
a Provaticnary Ode,—vet, as it appertains 
to the nomination of the Laureat, we claſs 
it under the fame head. We muſt at the 
ſame time compliment Mr. Miqpberſon for 
his ſpirited addreſs to Lord Saliſbury on 
the ſubject. The following is a copy of his 
letter ;— 


Mr Lon. 


IT TAKE the liberty to addreſs myſelf im- 
mediately to your Lordſhip, in vindication of 
my poetical character, which, I am informed, 
is moſt illiberally attacked by the Forcign 
Gentleman, whom your Lordſhip has thought 
proper to ſelect as an aſſeſſor on the preſent 
ſcrutiny for the office of Poet Laureat to his 
Majeſty. Signor Delpini is certainly below 
my notice but I underſtand his objections to 
my Probationary Ode are two 3—firſt, its con- 
ciſeneſs; and next, its being in proſe. For 
the preſent I ſhall wave all diſcuſſion of theſe 

frivo- 


E <3 


frivolous remarks; begging leave, however, 
to ſolicit your Lordſhip's protection to the 
following Supplemental Ode, which I hope, 
both from its quantity and its ſhyle, will moſt 
effectually do away the paltry, inſidious attack 
of an uninformed reviler, who is equally 1g- 
norant of Britiſh Poetry and of Britiſh Lan- 


guage. 


I have the honour to be, 
My Lord, 
Tour Lordſhips moſt obedient, 
and faithful ſervant, 
J. MACPHERSON. 


THE 


E 


THE 


SONG OF SCRUTIN A. 
By Mz. MACPHERSON. 


HARK! *Tis the diſmal ſound that echoes on thy roofs, 
O Cornwall ; Hail! double face ſage! Thou worthy ſon of 
the chair-borne Fletcher! The Great Council is met to 
fix the ſeats of the choſen Chief; their voices reſound in 
the gloomy Hall of Rufus, like the roaring winds of the 
Cavern—Loud were the cries for Rays, but thy voice, O 
Foxan, rendered the walls like the torrent that guſheth from 
the Mountain- ſide. Cornwall leaped from his throne and 
ſcreamed—The friends of Gzve/fo hung their heads How 
were the mighty fallen!--Lift up thy face, Dunday, 
like the brazen ſhield of thy chieftain! Thou art bold to 
confront diſgrace, and ſhame is unknown to thy brow, 
but tender is the youth of thy Leader; who droopeth 
his head like a faded Lily—leave not Patte in the day of 
defeat, when the Chiefs of the Counties fly from him like 
the herd from the galled Deer. — The friends of Pitte are 
fled. He is alone—he layeth himſelf down in deſpair, 
and ſleep knitteth up his brow, — Soft were his dreams on 
the green bench Lo! the {pirit of Fen4y aroſe, pale as 
the miſt of the morn, twiſted was his long lank form 


his eyes winked as ke whiſpered to the child in the cradle. 
„ Riſe, he ſayeth-ariſe bright babe of the dark cloſet ! 
The ſhadow of the Throne ſtall cover thee, like wings 


* 


of 
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of a hen, ſweet chicken of the Back-ftair brood! Heed not 
the Thanes of the Counties; they have fled from thee, like 
Cackling Geeſe from the hard- bitten Fox; but will they 
not rally and return to the charge? Let the hoſt of the 
King be numbered; they are as che ſands on the barren 
ſhore, —There is Pons, who followeth his mighty leader, 
aed chaceth the ſtall-fed tag all day on the duſty road.— 
There is Heard, great in arms, with the beaming Gar 
on his ſoreading breaſt. —Red is the ſcarf that waves over 
his ample Coulders—Gigaatic are his ſtrides on the terrace, 
in purſuit of the Royal footſteps of lofty Ceorgio. 

No more will I number the flitting ſhades of Jenky ; 
for behoid the potent ſpirit of the Vlack-browed Jacte.— 
"Tis the Ratten Revin/s, who worketh the works of dark- 
nclis! Either I come, ſaid Nartten— Like the mole of the 
earth, deep caverns have been my reſing-place; the 
ground R27s are my food. —Secret winion of the Crown, 
raiſe thy ſoul! Droop not at the ſpirit of Fenan. Great 
are thy fces in the fight of the many-tongued war. —Shake 
not thy knees, like the leaves of the Aſpen cn the miſty 
hill—the doors of the ſtairs in the poitern are locked; 
the voice of thy foes is 2s the wind, which whiltleth 
through the vale; it pulleth away like the ſwift cloud 
of the niglit. | 

The {r-ath of Gavelfo filleth the ſtormy ſeas.— 
Whilſt thou breatheſt the breath of his no'iiriis, thou ſhale 
live tor ever, Firm ſtandeth thy hee! in t1e Hall uf thy 
Lord. Alighty art thou in the fight of G:v2//9, illuſtrious 
leader of the friends of Gzvelfo! great art thou, O lovely 
imp 07 the interior cloſet! O lovely Guardian of the 


* 
Re ya) ' unto! 
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VIL 


MR. MASON having laid atide the more 
noble ſubje&t for a Probationary Ode, viz, 
the Parliamentary Reform, upon finding that 
the Rev. Mr. Wyvil had already make a con- 
ſiderable progreſs in it, has adopted the follow- 
ing.— The argument is ſimple and intereſt— 
ing, adapted either to the harp of Pindar, or 
the reed of Theocritus, and as proper for the 
4th of June, as any day of the year. 

It is almoft needleſs to inform the public, 
that the Univerfity of Oxford has earneſtly 
longed for a vifit from their Sovereign, and, 
in order to obtain this honour without the 
fatigue of forms and ceremonies, they have 
ptivarely vuetired the Maſter of the Stag- 
hounds, upon turning the ſtag out of the cart, 
to let his head in as ſtraight a line as poſſible, 
by the map, towards Oxford ;—which pro— 
bably, on 3 auſpicious day, will bring the 
Royal Hunt to the walls of that city. This 

exnedicnt, conceived in fo much wiſdom, 


as well as loyalty, makes the ſubject of the 
following. 


IRE: 
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ARE GULATR O DL, 


By Ma. MASON. 


I. 
0! green · rob'd Goddeſs of the hallow' d ſhade, 
Daughter of Jove, to whom of yore 
Thee, lovely Maid, LaToxa bore, 
Chaſte virgin, Empreſs of the filent glade; 
Where ſhall I woo thee? —Ere the dawn, 
While {till the dewy tiſſue of the lawn 
Quivering ſpangles to the eye, 
And fills the ſoul with Nature's harmony ! 
Or *mid that murky grove's monaſtic night, 
The tangling net-work of the woodbine's gloom, 
Each Zephyr pregnant with perfume, —— 
Or near that delving dale, or moſſy mountain's height, 
When Neptune ſtruck the ſcientific ground, 


II. 


From Attica deep-heaving fide, 
Why did the prancing horſe rebound, 
Snorting, neighing all around, 
With thund'ring feet and flaſhing eyes, 
Unleſs to ſhew how near allied 
Bright ſcience is to exerciſe! 


III. 


If then the hor/e to wiſdom is a friend, 


Why not the hound? why not the horn ? 
D 2 While 
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While low bencath the furrow ſleeps the corn, 
Nor yet in tawny velt delights to bend! 
For Jove himſelf decreed, 
That Dian, with her ſandal'd feet, 
White ankled Goddeſs, pure and fleet, 
Should with every Dryad lead, 
By jovial cry o'er diſtant plain, 
To England”s Athens, Brunſwick's ſylvan train! 
IV. 
Diana, Goddeſs all diſcerning! 
Hunting is a friend to learning ! 
If the ſtag, with hairy noſe, 
In Autumn ne'cr had thought of love! 
No buck with ſwollen throat the does 
With dappled fides had try'd to move. 


Ne'er had Enyland”s King, I ween, 
The Muſes” ſeat, fair Oxford, ſeen, 


V. 
Hunting, thus, is learning's friend! 
No longer, Virgin Goddeſs, bend 
O'er Endymion's roſeate breaſt 
No longer, vine-like, chaſtly twine 
Round his mil zwhite limbs divine! 
Your brother's car rolls down the Eaſt— 
Tac laughing hours beſpeak the day; 
With flowery wreaths they ſtrew the way! 
Kings of fleep! ve mortal race! 
For Geerge with Dian gins the Royal chace! 


Vifions 


N 
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VI. 
Viſions of bliſs, you tear my aching ſight, 
Spare, O Hare your poet's eye, 
See every n trembies with delight, 
Streame of glory ſtreak the ties; 
How eaca College: founys, 
* the 9 25 of the hounds ! 


l " Ry — 8 114 8 „ 
"PTR pats es as, C RIngSs. os 


2 2 


All have had your karting 5 — 
From the dark tomb then break away! 
Ah! fee they ruin to Friar Bans tuwer, 
Great George io gt, and nal his natal hour: 
V. 
Raaclie and N, hand in hond, 
Sweet gentle ſhaves, there take their tand 
Wich tos hath learned 55 
Au Bodely join'd by Clarendon, 


With loyal zeal toge 


Oge ther run, 


Juſt arbiters of fame! 


VIII. 

That fringed cloud ſure this way bends.— 
From it a form divine deſcrnds, — 
Al:nerwva's felf ;—and ir her rens, 
A thouſand ſaddled ſteeds appear! 
On each the mounts a learned tan, 

Proteſſor, Chancellor, or Dean; 
All by hunting madnets won, 

All in D:an's livery feen, 

How 


[ 90 7] 
How they deſpiſe the tim'rous Hare! 
Give us, they cry, the furious Bear / 
To chaſe the Lion, how they long, 
Th” RHinoceros tall, and Tyger ſtrong, 
Hunting thus is learning's prop, 
Then may hunting never drop; 
And thus an hundred Birth-Days more, 
Shall Heav'n to George afford from its capacious ſhore, 


No. VIII. AM | 


BY THE ATTORNEY-GENERAL, 


I, 
INDITE, my Muſe |—indite! ſubpana'd is thy lyre! 
The praiſes to record, hien rules of Court ee, 
Tis thou, Oh Cie! Mule divine, 
And beſt of all the Council Nine, 
Muſt plead my cauſe /—Great HaTFieLD's Cecit 
bids me ing, 
The talleſt, ficteſt man, to walk before the King! 


II. 


Of SaPfeury's Earls the Firſt (ſo tells th' hiſtoric page) 
"Twas Nature's will to make moſt wonderfully mw 
But then, as if too lib'ral to his mind, 
She made him crook” d before, and crook'd behind“. 


r Rapin obſerves that Robert Cecil, the firſt Earl of of Salifury, 
was of + great genius; and though crooked before and be...” 


Nature {pplicd that deſect with nebls endowments oi mind. 
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'Tis not, thank Heav'n! my Cecil, fo with thee; 
Thou laſt of Cecils, ba the ß; 
Thy body bears no mark d pity jon 
The Gods docreed, and, ngmeni WA; revers a / 
For veins of Science are like veins of Gold ! 
Pure, for a time, tacy :en; 
Trey epd as they begun 


Alas! in nothing but a heay of mould! 


III. 


Shell I by eloquence contul, 
Or clallinge lend to mighty ROLLE, 
W renter cu Peers he vents his gall; 
Upliſt my hands to pil iis noſe, 
And vet and pinch it till it grows, 
Like mine, aſide, and mall? 
Say, by what rec ma) 1 once obtain 
A verdi, Loid, not let me ſve in vain! 
In Commons, and in Courts below, 
May 44:5 have bean yd; — 
There ents who pay mot, yin 4now, 
Relat: tne {tronget ide! 
True to theſe . , | preach'd in politics for Pir: 
And Ræuren's late halutain'd againſt his Sorereign's vt. 
Vihat tough my father be a porpus, 
lle may be mov'd by Habeas Corp,. 
Orb 1 call : 


Cr Fitt roquires his vote and weight, 


WRenc cr the State 
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IV. 


And Oh! ſhould Mr. Arden bleſs me with a child, 
A lovely boy, as beauteous as myſelf, and mild; 
The little Pepper would ſome caudle lack: 
Then think of Arder's wife, 
My pretty Plaiutiſf's lite, 
The beſt of caudle's made of beſt of ſack ! 
Let thy decree 
But favour me, 
MI * bills and briefs , rebutters and detainere, 
To Archy I'll reſign 
Without a fee or fine, 
Attachments, replications, and retainers ! 
To Furies, Bench, Exchequer, Seals, 
To Chanc'ry Court, and Lords, I'll bid adieu; 
No more demurrers nor appeals ; 


My writs of error ſhall be judg d by you. 


V. 


And if perchance great Dactor Arnual ſhould retire, 
Fatigued with all the troubles of St. James's Choir; 
My Odes two merits ſhall unite; 
* BraxncCKkoOrT, my friend, 
Illis aid will lend, 
And fet to muſic all I write! 


* This Gentleman is a great performer upon the Piano Forte, 


20 — 22 the Speaking Trumpet aud Jev 8 Harp, 


E Lei 
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Let me then, Chamberlain, without a Fat, 
For June the Fourth prepare, 
The praiſes of the King 
In legal lays to ſing, 
Until they rend the air, 
And prove my equal fame in poesy and la / 


No, IX. 
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Ne. IX 


PROBATIONARY ODES \V 


FOR THE LAUREATSHIP. 


D 


By NATHANIEL WILLIAM WRAXHALL, 
Es. M. P. 


J. 


MURRAIN ſeize the Houſe of Commons! 
Hoarſe catarrh their windpipes ſhake ! 
Who, deaf to travell'd Learning's ſummons, 
Rudely cough'd whene'er I ſpake ! 
North, nor Fox's thund'ring courſe, 
Nor e'en the Speaker, tyrant, ſhall have force 
To fave thy walls from nightly breaches, 
From I|'raxhall's votes, from Wraxhall's ſpeeches, 
Geography, terraqueous maid, 
Deſcend from globes to ſtateſmen's aid! 
Again to heedleſs crowds unfold 
Truths unheard, tho' not untold : 
Come, and once more unlock this vaſty world 
Nations attend! the na of Earth's unfurl'd ! 


E 2 | Begin 
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* 
* 
* 
; 
} 
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Begin the ſong, from where the Rhine, 
The Elbe, the Danube, Weſer roll 
73eph, nine circles, forty ſees are thine—— 
Thine, twenty millions ſouls 
Upon a mariſh flat and dank 
States, Six and One, 


rn > 


Dam the dykes, the ſeas embank, 
Maugre the Don! | 


A gridiron's form the proud Eſcurial rears, 
While South of Vincent's Cape anchovies glide : 
But, ah! o'er Tagus, once auriferous tide, 


— 


A prieſt-rid Queen, Braganza's ſceptre bears | 
Hard fate! that Liſbon's Dict-drink is known 
10 Cure cach Car) conſtitution but her OW n! 


III. 


TI burn! I burn! I glow! I glow! 
With antique and with modern lore ! 
I ruſh from Boſphorus to Po 
To Nilus from the Note. 
Why were thy Pyramids, O Egypt! rais'd, 
But to be meaſur'd, and be prais d? 
Avaunt, ye Crocodiles! your threats are vain ! 
| j On Norwav's ſeas, my foul, unſhaken, 
1 Brav'd the Sea-Snake and the Craken! | 
| And ſhall I heed the River's ſcaly train? | 


Aſtic, 


EE 
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Afric, I ſcorn thy Alligator band! 
Quadrant in hand 
I take my ſtand, 
And eve thy moſs-clad needle, Cleopatra grand! 
O, that great Pompey's pillar were my own! 
Eighty-eight feet the ſhaft, and all one tone! 
But hail, ye loſt Athenians ! 
Tail alſo, ye Armenians ! 
Hail once ye Greeks, ye Romans, Carthaginians ! 
Twice hail ye Turks, and thrice ye Abyſſinians! 
Fail too, O Lapland, with thy ſquirrels airy ! 
Hail, Commerce-catching Tipperary ! 
Hail, wonder-working Magi! 
Hail Ouran-Outangs! Hail Anthropophagi ! 
Hail, all ye cabinets of every ſtate, 
From poor Marino's Hill, to Catherine's Empire great! 
All have their chiets, who ſpeak, who write, who ſeem to 
think, 
Caermarthens, Sidneys, Rutlands, paper, pens, and ink! 


V. 


Thus, through all climes, to exrth's remoteſt goal, 
From burning Indus to the freezing Pole, 
In chaiſes and on floats, 
In dillies, and in boats; 
Now on a camel's native ſtool; 
Now on an aſs, now on a mule, 
Nabobs and Rajahs have I ſeen ; 
Old Bramins mild, young Arabs keen: 


Tall | 
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5 Tall Polygars, 
Dwarf Zemindars, 
Mahommed's tomb, Killarney's lake, the fane of Ammon, 
With all thy Kings and Queens, ingenious Mrs, Salmon * . 
Yet vain the majeſties of wax! | 
Vain the cut velvet on their backs —— 


GORE, mighty GORE, is fleſh and blood 
No head he wants of wax or wood! 


His heart is good! 
(As a King's ſhou d) 
And every thing he ſays is underſtood ! 


* Exhibits the Wax Work in Fleet-strect, 


— ͤ[ — 
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Ne. X. 


ODE FOR NEW-YEAR'S-DAY. 


By Six GREGORY PAGE TURNER, Baar, M. P. 


Lord Warden of Blackheath, and Ranger of Greenwich 
Hill, during the Chriſtmas and Eaſter Holidays, 


STROPIIE. 


O DAY of high career! 
Firſt of a month, —nay more—firſt of a year! 
A mynarch day, that hath indeed no peer! 
Let huge Buzag/:s glow 
In ev'ry corner of the iſle, 
To melt away the ſnow : 
And like to May, 
Be this month gay; 
And with her at hop ſtep— jump play, 
Dance, grin, and ſmile: 
Ye too, ye Maids of Honour, young and old, 
Shall each be ſeen. 
With a neat warming patentiz'd machine? 
Becauſe, tis ſaid, that chaſtity is cold! 


L 3 1 


ANTISTROPHE. 


But ah! no roſes meet the ſight; 
Nor jar buds of aran hue, 
Nor agu bloſſoms of pal» blue, 
Nor tulips, pinks, &c. delight. 
Let on ane 7/Fary will I 
My ger us try, 
The ſpoils of :/;ra to ſuppl-, 
Cr ſay my names not GREGORY ! 
An artifciul Garland wil L bring. 
1hart Clement Cottrell all dec late, 
With courtly at 


T, 
Fit for a Prince — fit lor a Ria a! 


EPO DE. 


Ye mill, ue fair, 

To me, ye Muſes are; 
Ye are to me Parrarus wouxt? 
In you, I find an .1ganippe rovxr? 
I renerate your , 
| bow and Kifs your ruff. 


Inſpire me, O ye Sirt-r; of the fril!, 


CY * 8 a , 
And teach vour votarif how to gull / 
For oh- tis true indeed, 
a 1 893 17 N - * 
at he can ſcarcely read! 
Teach him to forme, and diſregurd all quippery, 
A ＋ 1 9 [ 1 : 1 1 924 A Fei ; 
> Crapes and VIONUS, ana uch IKEFreppery 
4 4 - 
Teach him to trim and * from de 10 ide, 
Ard 2. «+ 2 «+, | 11.7 * abs Sw tri d. 


In 


1 


In crimping metaphor he'll daſh on, 
For point, you know, is out of faſhion, 
O crown with bay his tete, 
Delpini, arbiter of tate! 
Nor at the trite conceit let witlings ſport. 
A Pac ſhould be a Daxgler at the court, 
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By MICHAEL ANGELO TAYLOR, Es9. NI. P. 


Only Son of Sir RosERT Tavtor, Knt. and late She- 
riff — alſo Sub-Deputy, Vice-Chairman to the Iriſh 
Committee, King's Counſel, and Welſh Judge Elect, 
&c, &c. 


I, 


HAIL, all hail, thou natat day! 
Hail the very half hour, I ſay, 

On which Great GzorxGE was born ! 
Tho' ſcarcely fledg d, I'll try my wing 
And tho', alas! I cannot ling, 

IIe on this illuſtrious morn ! 
Sweet bird, that chirp'ſt the note of folly, 

So pleaſantly, fo drolly !— 

Thee oft, the ſtable- yards among, 
u oo, and emulate thy ſong ! 
Thee, tor my emblem ſtill I chooſe! 
Oh! with thy voice inſpire a Chicken of the Muze 4 


Ard 
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II. 


And thov, great Farl, ordain'd to fit 
High arbiter of verſe and wit, 
Oh crown my wit with fame! 
Such as it is, I prithee take it; 
Or if thou can'ſt not find it, make it: 
To me tis juſt the ſame. 
Once a white wand, like thine, my father bore : 
But now, alas! that white wand is no more! 
Yet though his pow'r be fled, 
Nor Bailiff wait his Nod nor Gaoler ; 
Bright honour ſtill adorns the head 
Of my Papa, Sir Robert Taylor ! 
Ah, might that honour on his ſon alight! 
On this auſpicious day 
How my little heart wou'd glow, 
If, as I bend me low, 
My gracious King wou'd ſay, 
Ariſe, Six Micha t ANxck To! 


O happieſt day, that brings the happieſt Kniglit! 


III. 


Thee, too, my lutte ring Muſe invokes, 
Thy guardian aid I beg, 
Thou great AssESsSsOR, fam'd for jokes, 
For jokes of face and leg! 
So may I oft' thy ſtage-box grace, 
(The firſt in beauty as in place) 
And ſaule, reſponfive to thy changeful face ! 
F 2 


For 
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For ſay, renowned mimic, ſay, 
Did e'er a merrier crowd obey 
Thy laugh-provoking ſummons, 
Than wich fond glee, enraptur'd fit, 
Whene'er with undesigning Twit, 
I entertain the Commons ? 
Lo! how I ſhine St. Stephen's boaſt ! 
There, firſt of Chicks, I rule the att! 
There I appear, 
Pitt's Chanticleer, 
The Bantam Cack in oppoſition! 
Or like a her, 
With watchful ken, 
Sit cloſe and hatch—the Iriſh propoſitions ! 


IV. 


Behold for this great day of pomp and pleaſure, 

The Houſe adjourns, and I'm at leiſure! 
If han art fo, come, Muſe of ſport, 
With a few rhymes, 

Delight the times, 

And coax the Chamberlain, and charm the Court! 
By Heaven ſhe comes - more ſwift than proſe, 
At her command, my metre flows ; 

Hence ye weak warblers of the rival lays! 

Avaunt, ye Wrens, ye Coſlings, and ye Pies! 
The Chick of Lato ſhall wir the prize! 

The Chick of Lanv ſhall peck the bays! 

So, when again the State demands our care, 

Fierce in my laurei'd pride, I'll take the Chair 


GitBERTy 
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 G:izenrt, I catch thy bright invention, 
With ſomewhat more of ound retentian / 
But never, never on thy pre I'll border 
Verte, lofty-ſounding Lene, ſhall ©* Call to Order!“ 
Come, ſacred Nine, come, one and all, 
Attend your fav'rite Chairman's call! 
Oh! if I well have chirp'd your brood among, 
Point my keen eye, and tune my brazen tongue! 
| And hark ! with Elegiac graces, 
I beg that gentlemen may take their places!“ 
Didactic Muſe, be thine to fate, 
The rules that harmonize debate! 
Tuixk, mighty CL1o, to reſound from far, 
Ehe door! the door the bar! the bar!“ 
Stout Prarton damns around, at her dread word; 


Sit down!” cries Energy and graſps his filvex 
ſword, 


V. 


But lo! where Pitt appears to move 
Some new reſolve of hard digeſtion ! 
Wake then, my Muſe, thy gentler notes of love, 
And in perſuaſive numbers, put the Queſtion.” 
The queſtion's gain'd !—the Treaſury-Bench rejoice ! 
All hail, thou 4e of men” (they cry) with mighty 
voice ! 


No reflection on the organization of Mr. Gilbert's brain, is in- 


tended here; but rather a pathetic reflection on the continual Diabetes 
s great a Member! 


Bleſt— 


* 2 — 
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—Þ [eſt ſcunds! my raviſh'd eye ſurveys 

Ideal Ermiae, fancied Fays! 

VWrapt in St. Stephen's future ſcenes 

I fir perpetua! Chairma:: of ite iays ond Means / 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye Ericklayor- Cre, my fire to praiſe, 
His mightier off-prins claims immortal lays?! 
'I he tather climb'd the ladder, with a hod ; 


The fon, like Cexeral Jacks, jumps alone, by Cod! 


No. XII. 
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By MAJOR JOHN SCOTT, NI. r. &c. e. 


I. 
WHY does the loitering ſun retard his wain, 
When this glad hour demands a fercer ray? 
Not fo he pours his fire on Delhi's plain, 
To hail the Lord of Aſia's natai day. 
There in mute pomp and croſ5-legg'd ſtate, 
The Raja Ports ManonweD SHAH await, 
There Malabar, 
There Bunagar. 
There Oude and proud Bahar, in joy confederate, 


II. 


Curs'd be the clime, and curs'd the laws, that lay 
Inſulting bonds on George's ſovereign ſway ! 
Ariſe, my foul, on wings of fire, 
To God's anointed, tune the lyre; 
Hail! George, thou all-accompliſh'd King! 
Juſt rype of him who rules oa high! 
Hail! inexhautted, boundleſs ſpring 
Of cred: ruth and Holy Majeſty ! 


7 
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Grand is thy form, — bout fire feet ten 
Thou well-built, worthieſt, beſt of men 
Thy cheſt is ſtout, thy back ts broad ,— 
Thy Pages view thee, and are aw'd ! 
Lo! how thy white eyes roll! 
Thy whiter eye-brows ſtare! 

Honeft ſoul ! 
Thou'rt witty, as thou't fair! 


III. 


North of the Drawing- room, à cloſet ſtands : 
The ſacred nook, St James's Park commands ! 
Here, in ſequeſter d ſtate, Great CHO AN receives 
Memorials, treaties, and long lifts of thieves ! 
Here all the force of ſov teign thought is bent, 
To fix Reviews, or change a Government ! 
Heav'ns! how each word with joy Caermarthen takes! 
Gods! how the lengthen'd chin of Sidney ſhakes! 
Blefling and bleſs d the ſage affoctates fee, 
'The proud, triumphant league of incapacity, 
With ſubtile ſmiles, 
With innate wiles, 
How do thy tricks of ſtate, Great Groncr, abound ! 
So in thy Hampton's may ground, 
The path that wanders 
In meanders, 
Ever bending, 
Never ending, 
Winding runs the eternal round, 


Perd 
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Perplex'd, involv d, each thought bewilder d moves; 


In ſhort, quick turns the gay confuſion roves; 


Contending themes the embaraſs d liitener baulk, 


Loft in the lab) rinths of the devious talk ! 


IV. 


Now ſhall the levee's eaſe thy ſoul unbend, 
Fatigu'd with Royalty's ſeverer care! 
Oh! happy few! whom brighter ſtars befriend, 
Who catch the chat—the witty whiſper ſhare! 
Methinks I hear 


In accents clear, 


Great Brunſwick's voice ſtill vibrate on my ear 


© \What?—-what?—what? 
« cScott!— Scott! — cott! 
Hot !—hot!---hot! 
© What ?---what ?- what? 
Oh! fancy quick! oh! judgment true! 
Ob! ſacred oracle of regal taſte ! 
So haſty, and ſo generous too! 
Not one ct all thy queſtions will an anſwer wait! 
Vain, vain, oh Muſe, thy feeble art, 
Jo paint the beauties of that head ard heart! 
That heart where all the virtues join ! 
That head, that hangs on many a ſign! 


V. 
Monarch of mighty Allien, check thy talk! 
Behold the Sqgaad approach, led on by Palk/ 


Smith, Barxvell, Call, T anſittart, form the band !... 


Lord of Britannia !---let them kiſs thy hand! 
G 


| 
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For , - rich odours ſcent the ſphere ? 
"Tis Mrs. Harting, ſelf brings up the rear! 
Gods! how her diamonds flock 
On each unpowder'd lock! 
On every membrane ſce a topaz clings ! 
Behold lber jotn's are tewer ther her rings! 
Illuſtrious dame! on cither car, 
The Munny Begums ſpoils appear! | 
Oh! Pitt, with awe behold that precious throat, 
Whoſe necklace teems with many a future vote! 
Pregnant with Bargagęe gems each hand ſhe rears; 
And lo! depending guestions gleam upon her ears! 
Take her, great George, and ſhake her by the hand ; | 
*Twill looſe her jewels, and enrich thy land. | 
But oh! reſerve one ring for an old ſtager; 
The ring of future marriage for her Major / 


® Snuff is a new interjection for the sense of :melling. 


—— —— 
— —— — — 
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No. XIII. 


IRREGULAR OD E. 


By Tye Rr. Hon. HARRY DUNDAS, Eso. 


Treaſurer of the Navy, &c. &c. &c. 


I, 


HOOT ! hoot awaw ! 
Hoot ! hoot awaw ! 
Ye lawland Bards! who' are ye aw ? 
What are your ſangs? what aw your lair too boot ? 
Vain are your thowghts the prize to win, 
Sae dight your gobs, and ſtint your ſenſeleſs din; 
Foot! hoot awaw! hoot! hoot! 
Put oot aw your Attic feires, 
Burn your lutes, and brek your leyres ; 
A looder, and a looder note I'll ftricke : 


Na watter drawghts fra' Helicon I keed, 
Na will I moont your winged ſteed 


Il moont the Hanoverian horſe, and ride him whare T 
Ieike ! | 


G 1 a 
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II. 


Ye lairdly fowk, wha form the courtly ring, 
Coom, lend your lugs, and liſten wheil I ſing ! 
Ye canny maidens tee ; wha aw the wheile, 

Sa ſweetly luik, fa ſweetly ſmeile; 

Coom hither aw, and round me thrang, 


Wheil I lug oot my peips, and gi' ye aw a canty ſang, 


Weel faur his bonny bleithſome hairt ! 
Wha, gifted by the gods abuin, 
Wi' meikle taſte, and meikle airt, 
Fairſt garr'd his canny peipe to lilt a ture; 
To the ſweet whuſſel join'd-the pleeſan drane, 
And made the poo'rs of muſic aw his ain. 
On thee, on thee I caw---thou deathlefs ſpreight ! 
Doon fra thy thrane, abuin the lift fa breight; 
Ah! ſmeile on me, inſtruct me hoo to chairm ; 
And, fou as is the baug beneath my arm, 
Inſpeire my ſaul, and geuide my tunefume tongue. 
I feel, 1 feel, thy poo'r divine? 
Laurels! keſt ye to the ground, 
Arocond my heed, my country's pride I tweine-»- 
Sa ſud a Scottith baird be croon d 
Sa ſud gret Gzounce be ſung! 


III. 


Fra hills, v.i' heathers clad, that ſmeilan bluim 
Speite o the northern blaiſt; 


Ve breether bairds, deſcend, and hither com! 
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Let ilka anc his baugpipe bring, 
That ſoonds ſa ſweetly, and ſa weel; 
Sweet ſoonds! that pleaſe the lugs o' fic a king; 
Lugs that in muſic's ſoonds ha' mickle taſte. 
Then, hither haſte, and bring them aw, 
Baith your muckle peipes and ſmaw; 
Now, laddies ! lood blaw up your chanters ; 
For, luik ! whare, cled in clas fa leel, 
Canny Mextrose's ſon leads on the ranters. 
Thoo Laird Graham ! by manie a chetl ador'd, 
W ho boafts his native fillabeg reftor'd ; 
I croon thee—maiſter d the ſpowrt! 
Bid thy breechleſs loons advaunce, 
Weind the reel, and wave the daunce ; 
Noo they rant, and noo they loup, 
And noo they ſhew their brawny doup, 
And weel, I wat, they pleaſe the laſſes o' the court, 
Sa, in the guid buik are we tauld, 
Befoor the halle ark, 
The guid King David, in the days of auld, 
Daunc'd, like a wuid thing, in bis fark ; 
Vhetl Sion's dowghters (tis wi' ſham I ſpeak't) 
Aw heedlefs as he ftrack the ſacred ftrain, 
Keck'd, and lawgh'd, 
And lawgh'd, and keck d, 
And lawgh'd, and keck d again. 
Scarce could they keep their watter at the ſeight, 
5a mickle did the King their glowran eyne delight. 


Anewgh) 


Anewgh ! anewgh! noo haud your haund ! 
And ſtint your ſports awee : 
Ken ye, whare clad in eaftlan ſpoils ſa brave, 
O'erſheenan aw the lave ; 
He comes, he comes ! 
Aw hail! thoo Laird of pagodas and lacks! 
Weel could I tell of aw thy mighty awks; 
Fain wad my peipe, its loudeſt note, 
My tongue, its wunſome poor rs, devote, 
To gratitude and thee ; 
To thee, the ſweeteſt o thy ain parfooms, 
Orixa's preide ſud blaze 
On thee, thy gems of pureſt rays ; 
Back fra' this ſaund, their genuine feires ſud ſhed, 
And Rumbald's Crawdle vie wuth Hain, Bed. 
But Heev'n betook us weil! and keep us weiſe! 
Leike thunder, burſtan at thy drecd command! 
* Keep, keep thy tongue, a warlock cries, 
And waves his gowden wand. 


V. 


Noo, laddies! gi' your baugpipes breeth again; 
Blaw the loo'd, but ſolemn, ſtrain : 
Thus heil I hail with heart-felt pleaſure, 

in majeſty ſedate, | 

In pride elace, 


The ſmuith cheeks Laird of aw the treaſure: 


Onword 
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Onward he ſtalks in froonan ſtate; 
Na fuiliſh ſmiles his broos unbend, 
Na wull he bleithſome luik on aw the laſſes lend, 
Hail to ye, lefſer Lairds! of mickle wit; 
Hail to ye aw, wha in weiſe council fit, 
Fra' Tommy Tomsend up to Willy Pitt ! 
Weel faur your heeds! but noo na mair 
To ye maun I the ſang conteine ; 
To nobler fleights the muſe expands her wing. 
lis he, whoſe eyne and wit fa breightly ſheine, 
'Tis GzxourcE demands her care; 

Breetons! boo down vour heed, and hail your King ! 
See ! where with Atlantean ſhoulder 
Amazing each beholder, 

Beneath a tott' ring empire's weight, 
Full fix feet high he ſtands, and therefore great! 


V 2 


Come then, aw ye Poor's of vairſe! 
Gi' me great Gzource's glories to rehearſe ; 
And as I chaunt his kingly awks, 

The liſt nan warld fra me fall lairn 
Hoo ſwuft he rides, hoo flow he walks, 

And weel he gets his Queen wi' bairn. 
Give me, with all a Laureat's art to jumble, 
Thoughts that ſoothe, and words that rumble! 
Wiſdom and Empire, Brunſwick's Royal line; 
Fame, Honour, Glory, Majeſty divine! 

Thus, crooned by his lib'ral hand, 

Give me to lead the choral band ;— 
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Then, in high-ſounding words, and grand, 
Aft fail my peipe ſwell with his princely name, 
And this eternal truth proclaim: 
Tie Georrcr, Imperial CEOUIACE, who rules BA. 


TAxxia's land! 


* ay, 
— —— 
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Ne. XIV. 


By Da. JOSEPH WARTON, 


In humble Imitation of Broturta Tuouas. 


O] for the breathings of the Doric ate! 
O! for the ewarblings of the Leſbian Hre Li 
O!] for th' Alcean trump's terrific note! 
O! for the Theban'cagle's wing of fire ! 
O! for each ſtop and ſtring that ſwells th? Aonian quire! 
"Then ſhould this hallow'd day in wv3r/hy 5trains be SUNG, 
And with due laurel wreaths thy cradle, Brunſw Kc, hung 
But tho' uncouth my numbers flow 
---From a rude reed,--- 
That drank the dew of Ifis' lowly mead, 
And «ili pife, taſhion'd from th' embatted redge 
Which on the tigt edge 
Of my own Cherwell loves to grow : 
The god-like theme alone 
Should bear me on its #9Ww'ring wing ; 
Pear me undaunted to the throne, 
Jo view with fix d and ſtedfaſt eye 
— ihe delegated majefly 
Of heaven's dread lord, and what I ſee to fing, 
H 


. 
| 
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Like heaven's dread lord, great George his voice can 
raiſe, | 
From babes and ſucklings' mouths to hymn his perf & 
pranse, 
In prery's trim rhymes and high ru, phraces 
Hence, avaunt! ye ſavage train, 
That drench the earth and dye the main 
With the tides of hoſtile gore: 
Who joy in «var's terrific charms, 
To ſee the ſteely gleam of arms, 
And hear the cannon's roar ; 
Unknown the god-like virtue how to yield, 
To Creſſy's or to Blenheim's & field ; 
Begone, and fate your Pagan thirſt of blood ; 
Edward, fell homicide, awaits you there, 
And Anna's hero, both unſkill'd to ſpare 
Whene'er the foe their ſlaught ring ſword withſtood. 
The pious George to wwhite-/toled peace alone 
Flis olive ſceptre yields, and palm encircl'd thrones 
Or if his high decree 
On the perturbed rea 
The bloody flag unfurls ; 
Or o'er the embattl d plain 
Ranges the martial train; 
On other heads his bolts he hurls, 
Haughkty ſubjefts, wail and weep, 
Your angry maſter planughs the deep. 
Haughty ſubjects, ſwol'n with pride, 
Tremble at his vengeful ftride, 
While the regal command 
Deſp'rate ye withſtand, 
He bares his red right hand, 
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As when Eloim's pow'r, 
In Judak's rebel hour, 
Let fall the fiery ſhow'r 
That o'er her parch d hills deſolation fpread, 
And heap'd her vales with mountains of the dead, 
O'er Schuylkill's c the temtet roars ; 
O'er Rappananock's recreant ſhores; 
Up the rough rocks of Kipps's-bay 
The huge Anſpachar wins his <vay ; 
Or scares the faicon from the fir-cap'd 5ide 
Ot each high hill that hangs o'er Hudſon's haughty tide, 
Matchlefs victor, mighty lord! 
Sheath the devouring ſword ! 
Strong to puniſh, mild to save, 
Cloſe the portals of the grave. 
Exert thy firſt prerogative, 
Ah! ſpare thy ſubjects' blood, and let them live; 
Our tributary breath, 
Hangs on thine for life or death. 
Sweet is the balmy breath of orient morn, 
Sweet are the honied treaſures of the bee; 
Sweet is the fragance of the ſcented thorn, 
But ſweeter yet the voice of royal clemency, | 
He hears, and from his 2w:isdom's perfect day 
Ile ſends a bright effulgent ray, 
The nations 7s illumine far and wide, 
And feud and diſcord, war and rife 5ub5ide. 
His moral ſages, all unknown t untie 
The wily rage of human policy, 
Their equal compaſſes expand, 
And mete the globe with philoſophic hand. 


2 | N 


Lo 


No partial love of country binds, 
In ſelfiſh chains the lib ral minds, 
O gentle Land{down! ting'd with thy philanthropy. 
Let other monarchs vainly boaſt | 
A lengthen'd line of conquer'd coaft, 
Or boundleſs ſea of tributary flood, 
Bought by as wide a ſea of blood 
Brunſwick, in more 5aint-like guite 
Claims for his ſpoils a purer prize, 
Content at every price to buy 
A conqueſt o'er himſelf, and o'er his progeny. 


His be domestic glory's radiant calm 


His be the Sceptre ewreath'd with many a palm. 


His be the throne with peaceful emblems hung, 


And mine the laurel d lyre, 4 there mild conguests strung / 
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I 


By e Ricur Hox. HERVEY REDMOND, 


LORD VISCOUNT MOUNTMORRESS, 


Of Caftle Morres, of the Kingdom of Ireland, &c. &. 


I. 


AWAKE, Hibernian lyre, awake, 
To harmony thy ſtrings attune, 
O ache their trembling tongue to spake 
The glories of the fourth of June. 
Auſpicious morn! 
When George was born 
To grace (by deputy) our Iriſh throne, 
North, ſouth, aicte, weſt, 
Of King's the beſt, 
Sure now he's aquall'd by himſelf alone! 


Throughout th' aftoniſh'd globe ſo loud his fame ſhall 


ring, 
The dit themſelves ſhall hare the ſtrains the dumb ſhall 
ſing. | 


Sons 
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II. 


Sons of Fadruig “, ſtrain your throats, 
In your native Iriſh lays, 
Sweater than the ſcreach owl's notes, 
Howl aloud your ſov'reign's praiſe, 
Quick to his hallowed fane be led 
A milk-white Burr, on ſoft potatoes fed: 
fiiz curling horns and ample neck 
Let wreaths of verdant ſhamrock deck, 
And perium'd flames, to rache the ſky, 
Let fuel from our bogs ſupply, 
Whilſt we to George's health, a en till the bowl runs o'er, 
Rich trames of uſquebaugh and ſparkling whiſkey pour. | 


III. 


Of dithlefs fame immortal heirs, 
A brave and patriotic band, 
Mark where lerne's Volunzarer, 
Array'd in bright diforder ſtand. 
The Lawyer's corps, red fac'd with black, 
Here drive the martial merchants back ; 
Here Sligo's bold brigade advance, 
There Lim'rick legions ſound their drum; 
Here Gallway's gallant ſquadrons prance, 
And Cork Invincibles are overcome ! 


* Anc.cnt Irish name 21ven to St. Patrick. 


The 
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The Union firm of Coleraine, 
Are ſcatter d o'er the warlike plain, 


While Tipperary infantry purſues 
The Clognikelty horſe, and Ballyſhannon blues, 
Full fifty thouſand men we ſhew 
All in our Iriſh manufactures clad, +] 
Whaling, manccuv'ring to and fro, 1 
And marching up and down like mad. | | 
In fradom's holy cauſe the bellow, rant, aad rave, 
And ſcorn themſelvsilves to know what they thems/ves 
would have ! 
Ah! ſhould renowned Brunſwick chuſe, 
(The warlike monarch loves reviews) 
| To ſee thaſe haroes in our Phanix fight, 
| Once more, amid a wond'ring crowd, | 
The enraptur'd prince might crv aloud, | 1 
* Oh! Amherſt what a hiv'nly ſight“!“ 
The loyal crowd with ſhouts ſhould rind the ſkies, 
Jo hare their ſov'reign make a ſpaach fo wile ! 


IV. 


Ihaſe were the bands, mid tempeſts foul, 

| Who taught their maſter, ſomewhat loth, 

To grant (Lord love his lib'ral ſoul !) 
Commerce and conſtitution both. 


*The celebrated speech of a Great Personage, on reviewing the 
camp at Cox-heath, in the year 1779, when a French invasion was | 
apprehended ; the report of which animating apostrophe is supposed to | 
have struck such terror into the breasts of our enemies, as to have þ 
becn the trus «600 of their relinquishing the design. | 


Now 
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Non pace reſtor d, 
This gra-icus lord 
Would 7zache them, as the feriptures ſar, 
At laiite, that if 
The Lord dot}: give, 
The I ord doth like ie ke away, 
Fradom like this who iver jaw? 
We will, hencelorth, for iver more, 
Be after making iv'ry law, 
Great Britain ſhall have made before “. 


V. 
Hence, loath'd Monopoly, 
Of Av'rice foul, and Navigation bred, 
In the drear gloom, 
Of Britiſh Cuftom-houſe Long- room, 


*Mongſt cockets, clearances, and bonds unholy, 


Hide thy deteſted head. 
But come, thou goddeſo, fair and free, 
libernian reciprocity | 
(Which 1a», if right I take the plan, 
Or ilſe the traity d:vil burn! 
To get from England all we can! 
And give her nothing in return !) 
Thee, IE NX, ſkill'd in court'y lore, 


To the 5a: hyp'a William bote, 
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He Chatham's ſon, (in George's reign 
Such mixture was not held a ſtain) 
Of gariſh day-light's eye afraid, 
Through the poſtern-gate convey'd ; 
In cloſe and midnight cabinet, 
Oft the ſecret lovers met. 
Haſte thee, nymph, and quick bring o'er 
Commerce, from Britannia's ſhore ; 
Manufactures, arts, and ſkill, 
Such as may our pockets fill. 
And, with thy left hand, gain by ſtealth, 
Half our ſiſter's envied wealth, 
Till our iſland ſhall become 
Trade's complate :mporium “. 
Thaſe joys, if reciprocity can give, 
Goddeſs with thee hinceforth let Paddy live 


VI. 


Next to great George be peerleſs Billy ſung :— 
Hark ! he /pakes/ his mouth he opes ! 
Phraſes, periods, figures, tropes, 

Strame from his mellifluous tongue 

Oh! had he crown'd his humble ſuppliant's hopes, 
And given him near his much lov'd Pitt, 
Beyond the limits of the bar to fit, 

How with his praiſes had St. Stephen's rung ! 

Though Pompey boaſt not all his patron's pow'rs, 
Yet oft have kind Hibernia's Peers 
To rade his ſpaaches lent their ears ; 

So in the Senate, had his tongue, for hours. 


® Vide Mr. Orde's Speech. 


1 | Foremot, 
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Foremoſt, amid the youthful yelping pack, 
That crow and cackle at the Premier's back, 
A flow of Iriſh rhetorick let looſe, 

Beneath the Chicken ſcarce, and far above the Gos. 
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ö AUD 


By EDWARD LORD THURLOW, 


Lord High Chancellor of Great Britain. 


I. 


DAMNATION ſeize ye all, oy 
Who puff, who thrum, who bawl and ſquall | 
Fir'd with ambitious hopes in vain, 
The wreath, that blooms for other brows, to gain; 
Is Tu ux tro yet fo little known ?— 
By G—d I ſwore, while GeorGE {hall reign, 
The ſeals, in ſpite of changes, to retain, 
Nor quit the Woolſack till he quits the Throne! 
And now, the Bays for life to wear, 
Once more, with mightier oaths, by G—d I ſwear ! 
Bend my black brows that keep the Peers in awe, 
Shake my full-bottom wig, and give the nod of law. 
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Foremoſt, amid the youthful yelping pack, 
That crow and cackle at the Premier's back, 
A flow of Iriſh rhetorick let looſe, 

Beneath the Chicken ſcarce, and far above the Goc. 
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No XVI. 


IRREOGCULATK DOD . 


BY EDWARD LORD THURLOW, 


Lord High Chancellor of Great Britain. 


I. 


DAMNATION ſeize ye all, 
Who puff, who thrum, who bawl and ſquall 
Fir'd with ambitious hopes in vain, 
The wreath, that blooms for other brows, to gain ; 
Is ThuRLow yet ſo little known ?— 
By G—d I ſwore, while GeorGe ſhall reign, 
The ſeals, in ſpite of changes, to retain, 
Nor quit the Woolſack till he quits the Throne! 
And now, the Bays for life to wear, 
Once more, with mightier oaths, by G—d I ſwear ! 
Bend my black brows that keep the Peers in awe, 
Shake my full-bottom wig, and give the nod of law. 


I 2 What? 
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| t. 
* 
What + tho' more ſluggiſh than a toad, 
4 Squat in the bottom of a well, 
i I too, my gracious Sov'reign's worth to tell, 
#7 Will rouſe my torpid genius to an Ode ! 
qt The toad a jewel in his head contains 
4 Prove we the rich produttion of my brains ! 
| Nor will I court, with humble plea, 
. Th' Aonian Maids to inſpire my wit: 
f One mortal girl is worth the Mine to me ;— 
| The prudes of Pindus I refign to Pitt. 
His be the claſſic art, which I deſpiſe ;— 


TarxurLiow on Nature, and himſelf, relies. 


- 
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Tis mine to keep the cenſcience of the King ; 
To me, each ſecret of his heart is ſhown : 
Who then, like me, ſhall hope to ſing 
Virtues, to all but me, unknown ? 
| Say who, like me, ſhall win belief 


— — — 


To tales of hi paternal grief, 
When civil rage with ſlaughter dy '4 
The plains beyond th' Atlantic tide ? 
Who can, like me, his joy atteſt, 
Though little joy his looks confeſt, 


+ This mile of myielf I made the other day, coming out of West. | 
minitter Abbey. Lord Uabridge hend it. I think, however, tha: 1 


deve improved it here, by the tun which foliows. 


When 
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When Peace, at Conway's call reſtor'd, 
Bade kindred nations ſheathe the ſword ? 
How pleœas'd he gave his people's wiſhes way, 
And turn'd out North, when North refus'd to ſtay ! 
How in their ſorrows ſharing too, unſeen, 
For Rockingham he mourn'd, at Windſor with the Queen 


IV. 


His bounty, too, be mine to praiſe, 
Myſelf th' example of my lays, 
A Teller in reverſion I; 
And unimpair'd I vindicate my place, 
The choſen ſubject of peculiar grace, 
Hallow'd from hands of Burke's economy : 

For * fo his royal word my Sovereign gave; 
And ſacred here I found that word alone, 
When not his Grandſire's Patent, and his own, 

To Cardiff, and to Sondes, their poſts could ſave. 
Nor ſhould this chaſtity be here unſung, 

That chaſtity, above his glory dear; 


® 1 cannot here with-hold my particular acknowledgements to my 
virtuous young friend, Mr. Pitt, for the noble manner in which he 
contended, on the ſubject of my reverſion, that the moſt religious 
obſervance muſt be paid to the Royal promiſes As I am perſonally the 
more obliged to him, as in the caſe of the Auditors of the Impreſs the 
other day, he did not think it geceilary to thew any regard whatever 
jo a Rl Patent. | 


But 
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* But Hervey frowning, pulls my ear, 
Such praiſe, ſhe ſwears, were ſatire from my tongue. 


V. 


Fir'd at her voice, I grow prophane, 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ſtrain ! 
To TxurLow's lyre more daring notes belong. 
Now tremble every rebel ſoul ! 
While on the foes of GreorGe I roll 
The deep-ton'd execrations of my ſong. 
In vain my brother's piety, more meek, 
Would preach my kindling fury to repoſe ; 
Like Balaam's aſs, were he inſpir'd to ſpeak, 
"Twere vain ! reſolv'd I go to curſe my Prince's foes. 


VI. 


„Begin! Begin!“ fierce Hervey cries, 
See! the Whigs, how they riſe |! 
What petitions preſent ! 

1 How teize and torment / 
a; D—mn their bloods, d—mn their hearts, d—mn their 
f eyes. 
| Behold yon ſober band 

I Each his notes in his hand ; 


® I originally wrote this line, | 
But Hervey frowning, as ſhe hears, &c. 
It was altered as it now ſtands, by my d--mn'd Bithop of a brother, 
for the fake of an alluſion to Virgil. 
Cynthius aurem 


Vilit, et admonuit, 


The 
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The witneſſes they, whom I brow-beat in vain ; 
Unconfus'd they remain. | 
Oh! d—mn their bloods again; 
Give the curſes due 
To the factious crew ! 
Lo! Wedgerword too waves his * Pitt-pots on high? 
Lo! he points, where the bottoms yet dry, 
The viſage immaculate bear; 
Be Wedgwood d—mn'd, and double d—mn'd his ware. 
D—mn Fox and d—mn Worth; 
D— mn Portland's mild worth; 
D—mn Devon the good, 
Double d—mn all his name ; 
D—mn F:itzwillam's blood, 
Heir of Rockingham's fame; 
D—mn Sheridan's wit, 
The terror of Pitt; 
D=—mn Loughb'rough, my plagne—wou'd his bagpipe 
were ſplit! 
D—mn Der4y's long ſcroll, 
Fill'd with names to the brims : 
D—mn his limbs, d—mn his foul, 
D—mn his foul, d—mn his limbs! 


* I am told, that a ſcoundrel of a Potter, one Mr. Wedgezwodd, is 
making 10,000 vile utenfils, with a figure of Mr. Pitt in the bottom; 
round the head is to be 2 motto, 

We will tpit, 

On Mr. Pitt, 
And cher ſuch d--mn'd rhymes, ſuited to the uſes of the different 
rellels. 


With 
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With Stormont's curs'd din, 

Hark ! Carliſſe chimes in; 
D—mn them; d—mn all their partners of their ſin; 
D—mn them, beyond what mortal tongue can tell; 
Confound, fink, plunge them all to deepeſt, blackeſt Hell 
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IRREGULAR ODE FOR MUSIC, 
By the Rev, Dx. PRETTY MAN. 


The Notes (except thoſe wherein Latin is .concerned) by 


Joux Ropixson, E. 


RECITATIVE, , Double Poices. 


* HAIL to the Lyaz ! whoſe all perſuaſive ſtrain, 
Wak'd by the maſter-touch of art, 
And prompted by th' inventive brain, 
+ Winds its ſly way into the eaſy heart. 


80 LO. 


Hail to the Lyax ! ] It was ſuggeſted to me, that my friend the 
Doctor, had here followed the example of Voltaire, in deviating 
trom common orthography.---Lyazr, inſtead of Lyre, he conceives to 
be a reading of peculiar elegance in the preſent inftance, as it puts 
the reader in ſuſpence between an inanimate and a living inſtrument, 
However, for my own part, I am rather of opinion, that this ſeem- 
ing miſ-ſpelling aroſe from the Doctor's following the ſame well- 
known cireumſpection which he exerciſed in the caſe of Mr. Wedg- 
wood, and declining to give his Ode under his hard; preferring to 
repeat it to Mr. Delpini's Amanuenſis, who very probably may have 
committed that, and fmilar errors in orthography. 

+ Winds its ſly way, &c.| A line taken in great part from 
Milton. The whole paſſage (which it may not be unpleafing to re- 

— Cal) 
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* Hark! do J hear the golden tone? 
Reſponſive now! and now alone! 
Or does my fancy rove ? 
Reaſon-born Conviction, hence 
+ And frenzy-rapt be ev'ry ſenſe, 
With the Untruth I love. 
Propitfous Fiction aid the ſong ; 
Poet and Prieſt to thee belong. 


SEMI-CHORUS. 


$ By thee inſpir'd, ere yet the tongue was glib, 
The cradled infant liſp'd the nurs'ry hb ; 


call to the recolle&ion of the reader) has been cloſely imitated by my 
friend Prettyman, in a former work. 

& 1], under fair pretence of friendly ende, 

4% And well-placed words of glozing courtely, 

«© Baitcd with reaſons not unplaufible, 

« Mind me into the caſy-hearted man, 

« And hug him into ſnares." 


Cowrs. 


Golden tone, &c.] The epithet may ſeem at firſt more proper 
for the inftrument, but it applies here with great propriety to the 
ſound. In the ſtricteſt ſenſe, what is golden ſound but the ſound of 
gold? and what could ariſe more naturally in tae writer's mind upon 
the preſent occalion ? 

+ Frenzy-rapt, &c.] Auditis? An me ludit amabilis 

Infania ?--=---- 
1 By thee infpir'd, &c.] In the firſt manuſcript : 
& While yet a cradled child, he conquer'd ſhame, 


« And liſp'd in fables, for the fables came. 


See Porr. 


Thy 
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Thy vot'ry in maturer youth, 

Pleas'd, he renounc'd the name of Truth ; 
And often dar'd the ſpecious to defy, 
Proud of th' expanſive, bold, uncover'd lie. 


A. 1 Ms 


Propitious Fretrion, hear! 
And ſmile, as erſt thy father ſmil'd 
Upon his firſt-born child, 

Thy fiſter dear; 

When the nether ſhades among, 
Sin from his forehead ſprung. 


FULL CHORVU 


Grand deluder ! arch- impoſtor! 
Countervailing Orde and Fo/fter / 
Renown'd Divine ! 
The palm is thine : 
g, 01 bift, 
Alone it ſtands—Coxseicvors FaZUII ! 


Be thy name or fun 


Sin from his forchead ſprung. ] 
„ A goddefſs armed 
% Oat of thy head I ſprung.” 


See MicTN's Birth of Sin. 
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RECITATIVE for the celebrated Female Singer fron 
Planchefter. Symphony of Flut:s—prianiſſime, 


Now in cotton robe array'd, | 
Poor manufacture, tax-lamentiag maid, 
Thy ſtory heard by her devoted wheel, 
Each buſy-ſounding ſpindle huſh'd— 


FU G UE. 


Now, dreading Iriſh rape, 
Quick ſhifting voice and ſhape— 


DEEP BASS, from Birmingham. 


With viſage hard, and furnace fluſh'd, 
And black-hair'd cheſt, and nerve of ſteel, 
The ſex-chang'd liſt*ner ſtood 
In furly penfive mood. 


AI R, accompanied with double Bafſoons, &c. 


While the promiſe-maker ſpoke 
The anvil mifs'd the wonted ſtroke ; 
In air ſuſpended hammers hung, 
While Pitt's own frauds came mended from that tongue. 


PART OF CHORUS REPEATED. 


Renown'd Divine, &c, 


AIX. 


EN 
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Sooth'd with the ſound the Prieſt grew vain, 
And all his tales told o'er again, | 
And added hundreds more ; 
By turns to this, or that, or both, 
He gave the ſanction of an oath, 
And then the whole forſwore. 
“ Truth, he ſung, was toil and trouble, 
Honour but an empty bubble“ 
Glo ſter's aged London dying 
Poor, too poor, is ſimple lying! 
If the lawn be worth thy wearing, 
Win, oh! win it, by thy ſwearing ! 


FULL CHORUS REPEATED. 
Grand deluder ! arch- impoſtor, &c.“ 


The quick tranſition of perſons mutt have ſtruck the reader in 
the firſt part of this Ode, and it will be obſervable throughout : 
Now Poet, now Muſe, now Chorus; then Spinner, Blackſmith, 
c. Kc. The Doctor ſkips from point to point over Parnailus, with 
a nimbleneſs that no modern imitator of Pindar ever equalled.--- 
Catch him, even under a momentary ſhape, who can. I vas always 
an admirer of tergiverſation, and (us my flatters might ſay) no 
bad practitioner; but it remained for my friend to ſhew the ſublimity 
to which the figure I am alluding to (I do not know the learned name 
of it) might be carried; 


END OF PAR: THE FIRST, 


PART 


oh 


FAR 1 


RECITATIVE accompanied. 


Enough the parents praife—liee of Deceit, 
The fairer progeny afcends ! 
Evaſion, nymph of agile feet, 

With half-veil'd face, 
Profeſſion, whiſpering accents ſweet 
And many a kindred Fraud attends ; 
Mutely dealing courtly wiles 
Fav*ring nods, and hope-fraught ſmiles, 
A fond, amuſive, tutelary race, 
That guard the home-pledg'd faith of Kings 
Or flitting, licht, on paper wings; 
Speed Eaſtern guile acrots this earthly ball, 
And waft it back from Jind/or to Bengal. 
But chietty thee I woo, of changetul eve, 
In courts y'clept Duplicity / 
Thy fond looks on mine imprinting, 
Vulgar mortals call it ſquinting 
Baby, of Art and Int'reſt bred, 
VW hom, ſtealing to the back-ſtairs head, 
In fondling arms— with cautious tread, 
* Wrinkle-twinkle 24y hore, 


To the baize-lin'd ( loſct d001 . 
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Sweet nymph, that liv'ſt unſeen 
Within that lov'd receſs — 
Save when the Cloſet Councils preſs, 
And junto's ſpeak the thing they mean; 
Tell me, ever buſy power, 
Where thall I trace thee in that vacant hour? 
Art thou content, in the ſequeſter'd grove, 
To play with hearts and vows of love? 
Or emulous of prouder ſway, 
Doſt thou to liſt'ning Senates take thy way? 
Thy preſence let me ſtill enjoy 
With Roe, and the lie- loving boy. 


well 2 2 fable. Wrinkles are as frequently produced by the 
motion of the part as by the advance of age. The head of the diſ- 
tneuiſhcd perſonage here deſcribed, though in the prime of its 
facu! 


the world. Whether he means; any alluſion to the worſhip of the 


ties, has had more exerciſe in every ſenſe. than any head in 


riſing ſun, and imitates the Perſian prieſts, whoſe grand act of de- 
votion is to tarn round; or whether he merely thinks that the 
working of the head in circles will give analogous effect to the 
ſoecics of argument in which he excels, we muſt remain in the 
dark; but certain it is, that whenever he reaſons in public, the 
capita! and wonderful part of the frame I am alluding to, is con- 
tinually revolving upon its axis: and his eyes, as if dazzled with rays 
that dart on him exclufively, twinkle in their ords at th: rate of fixiy 
twinks to one revolution. I truſt I have given a rational account, 
and not far-fetehd, both of the wrinkle and twinkle in this inge gnious 


eompaund, 


AIR. 


[ 8% J 


IX. 


No rogue that goes 
Is like that Roſe, 

Or ſcatters tuch deceit ; 
Come to my breaſt— 
There ever reſt 

Aſſociate counterfeit ! 


KI. 


LOUD SYMPHONY, 


But lo ! what throngs of rivfl bards ! 
More lofty themes! more bright rewards! 
See Sal'ſbury, a new Apollo fit ! 
Pattern and arbiter of wit ! 
The laureate wreathe hangs graceful from his wand; 
Begin! he cries, and waves his whiter hand. 
Tis George's natal day— 
Parnaſſian Pegaſus away 


® No rogue that goes, &c.] The candid reader will put no 
improper interpretation on the word rogue. Pretty rogue, dear 
rogue, &c. are terms of endeatment to one ſex; pleaſant rogue, 
witty rogue, apply :s familiar compliments to the other: Indeed, 
faceticus rogue is the common table appellation of this gentleman in 


Downing-ttreet. 


Grant 


1 


Grant me the more glorious ſteed 
Of roval Brunßabiet breed“ 
I knee], I kneel; 
And at his ſnowy heel, 
Pindarick homage vow ;— 
He neighs ; he bounds; I mount, I fly 
The air-drawn crofier in my eye, , 
The viſionary mitre on my brow— 
Spirit of hierarchy exalt thy rhyme, 
And dedicate to George the lie ſublime. 


AIR for a Biſhop. 


+ Hither, brethren, incenſe bring, 
To the mitre-giving king ; 
Praiſe him for his firſt donations ;' 
Praiſe him for his bleſt tranſlations, 
Benefices, diſpenſations. 


® It will be obſerved by the attentive reader, that the thought of 
mounting the Hanoverian Horſe, as a Pegaſus, has been employed 
by Mr. Dundas, in his Oe preferved in this collection. It is true, 
the Doctor has taken the reins out of his hands, as it was time ſome- 
body mould do, But I hereby forewarn the vulgar Critie, from the 
pour joke of making the Doctor a horſe-ſtcaler. 

+ Hicher, brethren, &c.] When this Ode is performed in 


Weſtminſter Abbey (as doubtleſs it will be) this Air is deſigned for 


the Reverend, or rather the Right Reverend Author. The numerous 


bench (for there will hardly be more than three abſentees) who will 
begin to chaunt the ſubſequent chorus from their box at the right 
hand of his moſt ſacred Majeſty, will have fine effect both on the car 
andere. 


[ 82 J 
By the powers of a crown ; 
By the many made for one ; 
By a monarch's awful diſtance, 
Rights divine, and non-refiſtance, 
Honour, triumph, glory give— 
Praiſe him in his might! 
Praiſe him in his height ! 
The mighty, mighty height of his prerogativel 


RECITATIVE by an Arch%+/hop. 


_ Orcheſtras, of thouſands ſtrong, 
With Zadoc's zeal each note prolong— 
Prepare ! 
Prepare ! 
Bates gives the animating nod— 
Sudden they ſtrike—unnumber'd ſtrings 
Vibrate to the beſt of Kings— 
Funuchs, Stentors, double baſes, 
Lab'ring lungs, inflated faces, 
Bellows working, 
Elbows jerking, 
Scraping, beating, 
Roaring, Sweating. 
Thro' the old Gothic roofs be the chorus rebounded, 
"Till Echo is deafen'd, and thunder dumb-founded : 
And now another pauſe—and now another nod 


All proclaim a preſent God ! 


— ..——_ 


©» oct 
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* Biſhops and Lords of the Bedchamber, 
George ſubmiſſive Britain ſways ; 


Heavy Hanover obeys. 
Proud 


» Lords of the Bed-chamber, &c.] Candour obliges us to 
eonfeſs, that this defignation of the performers, and in truth the 
following tmza, did not tand in the original copy, delivered into 
the Lord Chamberlain's Office. Indeed, Signor Delpini had his 
doubts as tv the legality of admitting it, notwithſtanding Mr. Roſe's 
teſtimony, that it was actually and bona fide compoſed with the reſt 
of the Ode, and had only accidentally fallen into the ſame drawer of 
Mr. Pitt's bureau in which he had lately miſlaid Mr. Gibbins's note. 
Mr. Banks's teſtimony was alſo ſolicited to the ſame effect; but he 
had left off vouching for the preſent ſeſſion. Mr. Pepper Arden, in- 
deed, with the moſt intrepid liberality, engaged to find authority for 
it in the ſtatutes at large: on which Signor Delpini, with his uſual 
terſeneſs of repartee, inſtantly exclaimed, Ha! ha! ha! However, 
the difficulty was at length obviated by an obſervation of the noble 
Lord who preſided, that in the caſe of the King verſus Atkinſon, the 
Houſe of Lords had eſtabli ſned the right of judges to amend a record, 
55 Mr. Quarme had informed his Lordthip immediately atter his bav- 
ing voted for that deciſion, | 

Here end Mr. Robinſon's notes. 

«© A preſent God, 
«© Heavy Hanover, 
« Abje&t Commons, &c. 
The imitation will be @bvious to the claflical reader, 
e apa Preſens divus habebitur 
Auguſtus, A jectis Britannis, 
Imperio, grawibnſgue Perſis. Hon. 
All the editors of Horace have hitherto read adjectis Britannis. Our 
author, as ſound a critic as a divine, jo pericu/2, makes the alteration 
of a ſingle letter, and thereby gives a new and peculiar force to the 
application of the paſſage. ----- N. B. Al je, in the author's under- 


ſtanding of the werd, means that preciſe degree of ſubmiilien dee 
L 2 trem 


L. 84 ] 
Proud Ierne's volunteers, 
Abje&t Commons, proſtrate Peers 
All proclaim a preſent God— 

(On the necks of all he trod) 

A preſent God ! 

A preſent God ! 

Hallelujah ! 


from a free people to monarchy. It is further worthy remark, that 
Horace wrote the Ode alluaded to, before Britain was ſubjeRed to 
abſolute ſway; and conſequently the paſſage was meant as a pro- 
phetic compliment to Auguſtus, Thoſe who do not think that 
Britain is yet ſufficiently abjef, will regard the imitation in the 
ſame light. We ſhall cloſe this ſubject by obſerving, how much 
better GRAviBus applies in the imitation than in the original; and 
how well the untruth of lerne's volunteers joining in the deifica- 
tion, exemplifies the dedicatory addref> of the iz SUBLIME, 
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IRREGULAR ODE. 


By the MARQUIS OF GRAHAM. 


| 


HELP! help! I ſay, Apollo! 
To you TI call, to you I hollo ; 
My Muſe would fain bring forth ;— 
God of Midwives come along, 
Bring into light mv little ſong, 
See how its parent labours with the birth ; 
My brain ! my brain! 
What horrid pain! 
Come, now prithee come, I ſay; 
Nay, it you won't, then ſtay away— | 
Without thy help Ive ſung full many a lay. 


II. 


To lighter themes let other bards reſort ; 
My verſe ſhall tell the glories of the Court. 
Behold the Penſioners, a martial band ; 
Dreadful, with ruſty battle- axe in hand 
Quarterly and daily waiters, 
A luſtier troop, ye brave Beefeaters, 


Sweepers, 


LW} 


Sweepers, Marſhals, Wardrobe bruſhers, 

Patrician, and Plebeian uſhers ; 

Ye too, who watch in inner rooms ; 

Ye Lords, ye Gentlemen, and Grooms ; 
Oh! careful guard your royal Maſter's lumber, 
Leſt factious fis his ſacred face incumber. 

But ah ! how weak my ſong ! 
Crouds ſtill on crouds impetuous ruſh along: 
J fee, I fee, the motley group appear, 
Thurlow in front, and Chandos in the rear ; 
Each takes the path his various genius guides— 
O'er Cabinets hi, and that o'er Cooks preſides ! 
III. 
Hail! too ye beds where, when his labour clofes, 
With ponderous limbs great CixcIxNATVS Goes ! 
Oh! fay what fate tlie Arcadian King betices 
When playful Mab his wandering fancy guides, 
Perhaps he views his Howarn's wit 
Make SuF ſubmiſlive fit ; 
Perhaps o'er foes he conqueſt reaps : 
Perhaps ſome ditch he dauntleſs leaps ; 
Now fthears his people, now his mutton ; 
Now makes a Peer, and now a button. 
Now mizhtier themes demand his care 
HasT1xGs for athftance flies; 
Bulfes glittering {kim the air; 
Hands unſtretch'd would graſp the prize, 
But no diamond they find there; 
For awak'd, by amorous pat, 
Good lack! his gente CARLO N ice, 
What would rour Matty be at: 


' ne 


bi - 
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The endearing queſtion kindles fierce deũre, 
And all the monarch owns the lover's fire; 


The pious King fulfils the heav'nly plan, 
And little annual Bxavuxswicks ſpeak the mighty man! 


IV. 


At Pimlico an ancient ſtructure ſtands, 
Where Sheffield erſt, but Brunſwick now commands; 
Crown'd with a weathercock that points at will, 
To every part but Conſtitution hill 
Hence Brunſwick, peeping at the windows, 
Each ſtar-light night, 
Looks with delight, 
And ſees unſeen, 
And tclls the Queen, 
What each who paſſes out or in, does. 
Hence too, when eas'd of Faction's dread, 
With joy ſurveys, 
The cattle graze, 
At half a crown a head 
Views the canal's tranſparent flood, 
Now fill'd with water, now with mud: 
Where various ſeaſons, various charms create, 
Dogs in the ſummer ſwim, and boys in winter tkait. 


V. 


Oh! for the pencil of a Claud Lorain, 
Apelles, Auſtin, Sayer, or Luke the Saint 
What glowing ſcenes but ah! the grant were vaing 
I know not how to paint. 
Hail! Royal Park! what various charms are thine 
Thy patent lamps pale Cynthia's rays outſnine 


Thy 


— — — — — _—_— 
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Thy limes and elms with grace majeſtic grow, | 
All in a row ; 
Thy Mall's ſmooth walk, and facred road beſide, 
Where Treaſury Lords by Royal Mandate ride, 
Hark ! the merry fife and drum ; 
Hark ! of beaus the buſy hum ; 

While in the gloom of evening ſhade, 

Gay wood-nymphs ply their wanton trade ; | 
Ah! nymphs too kind, each vain purſuit give 0'er— 
If Death ſhould call—you then can walk no more ! 

See the children rang'd on benches ; | 
See the pretty nurſery wenches ; | 
The cows, ſecured by halters, ſtand 


Courting the ruddy milk-maid's hand. 
IIl-fated cows, when all your milk they*ve ta'en, 
At Smithfield fold, you'll fatten'd be, and ſlain... 


VI. 


Muſe, raiſe thine eyes and quick behold, 
The Treaſury-offce fill'd with gold; | 
Where Elliot, Pitt, and I, each day | | 
The tedious moments paſs away, | 
In buſineſs now, and now in play 

The gay Horlſe-guards, whoſe clock of mighty fame, 

Directs the dinner of each careful dame; 
Where ſoldiers with red coats equipp'd, 
Are ſometimes march'd, and ſometimes whipp «d. 

Let them not doubt—— 

"Twas heav*n's eternal plan 

That perfect bliſs ſhould ne'er be known to man. 
Thus Miniiters, are in, —are out, 

Turn and turn about. 


„ 


Even Pitt himſelf may loſe his place, 
Or thou, Delpini, ſovereign of grimace, | 
Thou, too, by ſome falſe ſtep, may*ſt meet diſgrace. 


VII. 


Ye feather'd choriſters your voices tune, 
"Tis now, or near the fourth of June; 
All nature ſmiles—the day of Brunſwick's birth 
Deſtroy'd the iron-age, and made an heav'n on earth. 
Men and beaſts his name repeating, 
Courtiers talking, calves a bleating ; 
Horſes neighing, 
Aſſes braving, 
Sheep, hogs, and geeſe, with tuneful voices fin z, 
All praiſe their King, 

George the Third, the Great, the Good. 
France and Spain his anger rue; 
Americans, he conquer'd you, 

Or would have done it if he cou'd. 

And 'midſt the general loyal note, 
Shall not his going tune his throat; 
Then let me join the jocund band, 
Crown'd with laurel let me ſtand ; 

My grateful voice ſhall their's as far exceed, 

As the two leg'd excels the baſe four-footed breed. 
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EF 


FROM THE 


Nr. Hox. LORD VISCOUNT MOUNTMORRES, 


To rut EARL or SALISBURY. 


My Loop, 

BEING informed from undoubted * 
rity, that the learned Pierot, whom your Lord- 
[hip has thought proper to nominate to the 
dignity of your Aſſeſſor, knows no language 
but his own, it ſeemed to me probable he 
might not underſtand [r;/þ.—Now as I recol- 
tect my laſt Ode to have proceeded on the 
orthography of that Kingdom, I thought his 
entire ignorance of the tongue might perhaps 
be ſome hindrance to his judgment, upon its 
merit. On account of this unhappy ignorance, 
therefore, on the part of the worthy Buffo, of 
any language but [:a/tan, I have taken the li- 
berty to preſent your Lordſhip and him with 
a ſecond Ode, written in Exgliſß; which I hope 

| he 


1 L 


he will find no difficulty in underſtanding, and 
which certainly has the better chance of being 
perfectly correct in the true Engliſh idiom, as 
it has been very carefully reviſed and altered 
by my worthy friend, Mr. Henry Dundas. 


I have the honour to be, 
My Lord, 
Your Lordſhip's devoted ſervant, 
MOUNTMORRES. 


M 2 ODE 
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By the Rr. Hon. HARVEY REDMOND MORRES, 
LORD VISCOUNT MOUNTMORRES, | 


Or Tat KixGnom or IRELAND, &c. 


I. 


YE gentle Nymphs who rule the Song, 
Who ſtray The/alian groves among, 
With forms fo bright and airy ; 
Whether you pierce Pierian ſhades, | | 
Or, leſs retin'd, adorn the glades, 
And wanton with the luſty blades 
Ot fruitful Tipperary ; 
Whether you ſip Aonias* wave, 
Or in thy ſtream, fair L, lave ; 
Whether you taſte anibrofial food,. 
Or think potatoes quite as good, | 
Oh, liſten to an / Peer, | ; 
Who has woo'd your ſex tor many a vear. 


—_— 


II. 


CO tho bright benignant pow 'r ! 6 
Parent of the jocund hour, 


Say, how my breaſt has heav'd with many a ſtorm, 
When thee I worſhipp'd in a female form ! 

Thou, whoſe high and potent (kill, 

Turns things and perions at thy will! 


Thou, 
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Thou, whoſe omnipotent decree, 
Mighty as Fate's eternal rule, 
Can make a wiſe man of a fool, 
And grace e'en loath'd Deformity. 
Can ſtraitneſs give to her that's crook'd, 
And Grecian grace to noſe that's hook'd; 
Can ſmooth the mount on Lawra's bac k, 
And wit ſupply to thoſe that lack : 
Say, and take pity on my woes, 
Record my throbs, recount my throes ; 
How oft I ſigh'd, 
How oft I dy'd : 
How oft diſmiſs'd, 
How ſeldom kiſs'd; 
How oft fair Phyllida, when thee I woo'd, 
With cautious foreſight all thy charms I view'd. 
O'er many a ſod, 
How oft I trod, 
To count thy acres o'er ; 
Or ſpent my time, 
For marle or lime, 
With anxious zeal to bore *! 


* When Lord Mountmorres went down into the country, fome years 
280, to pay his addrefles to a lady of large fortune, whote name we for- 
bear to mention, his Lordſhip took up his abode for ſeveral days in 4 
ſmall public-houſe in the neighbourhood of her refidence, and employed 
his time in making all proper enquiries, and prudent obſervation upon 
the nature, extent, and value of her property :---he was ſeen meaſuring 
the trees with his eye, and was at laſt found in the act of boring far 
marle; when being roughly interrogated by one of the lady's ſervants, 
to avoid chaſttilement he contetied his name, and delivered his amorous 
credentials. The amour terminated as ten theuſand athers of the noble 
Lord's have dene 


How 
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How Cupid then all great and powerful ſate, 
Pearch'd on the vantage of a rich eſtate; 

When, for his darts, he us'd fair ſpreading trees, 
Ah ! who cou'd fail that ſhot with ſhafts like theſe ! 


III, 


Oh, fad example of capricious Fate ! 
Sue [i/hmen in vain ?— 
Does Pompey's felt, the proud, the great, 
Fail e'en a maid to gain? 
What boots my form fo tall and flim, 
My legs ſo ſtout—my beard ſo grim ? 
Why have I Alexander's bend? 
Emblem of conqueſt never gain'd ! 
A noſe fo long—a back ſo ſtrait— 
A chairman's mein—a chairman's gait ? 
Why waſted ink to make orations ? 
Deſign'd to teach unliſt'ning nations 
Why have I view'd th' ideal clock 7, 
Or mourn'd the viſionary hour? 
Griev'd to behold with well-bred ſhock, 
The fancy'd pointer verge to four ? 


T An allufion is here made to a ſpeech publiſhed by the noble Lord, 


which, as the title-page imparts, was intended ta have been ſpoken; 
in which his Lordſhip, towards the concluſion, gravely remarks :- 


«6 


«« 
«6 
«6 
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cc 


Having, Sir, ſo long encroached upon the patience of the Houſe, and 
obſerving by the clock that the hour has become to excethively late, 
nothing remains for me but to return my fincere thanks to you, Sir, 
and the other gentlemen of this Houſe, for the particular civility, 
and extreme attention, with which I have been heard: the intereſt - 
ing nature of tue occaſion has betraved me into a much greater length 
than I had any idea originally of running into; and if the catual 
warmth of te mumert hes led me into the leaſt perſonal indelicacy 
towards any man alive, I am very ready to beg parden of him 
and this Houſe, Sir, for E::ing fo dene. 


Then 


E 7 


Then, with a bow, proceed to beg, 
| A general pardon on my leg— 
| „Lament that to an hour ſo late, 


„% Twas mine to urge the grave debate,“ 
« Or mourn the reſt, untimely broken!“ 
| All this to ſay—all this to do, 
In form ſo native, neat, and new, 
In ſpeech intended to be ſpoken !— 
But fruitleſs all, for neither here or there, 
My leg has yet obtain'd me place, or fair ! 


| IV. 


Pompeys there are of every ſhape and ſize : 
Some are the Great y-clep'd, and ſome the Little ; 
Some with their deeds that fill the wond'ring ſkies, Cl 
| And ſome on ladies? laps that eat their vittle ! q 
"Tis Morres' boaſt—'tis Morres' pride, 
To be to both ally'd !— 
That of all various Pompeys, he 
Forms one complete epitome / 
Prepar'd alike fierce Faction's hoſt to fight, 
| Or, thankful, ſtoop official crumbs to bite— 
No equal to himſelf on earth to own ; 
| Or watch, with anxious eye, on Treaſury-hone / 
As Rome's fam'd chief, imperious, ſtiff, and proud 
Fawning as curs, when fupplicating food ! 
In him their ſeveral virtues all reſide, 


The peerlefs Puppy, and of Peers the pride! 


| V. 


Say, Critic Buffo, will not powers like theſe, 
E'en thy refin'd faſtidious judgment pleaſe ? 


A commaan 
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A common burt to all mankind, 
Tis my hard lot to be; 
O let me then ſome juſtice find, 
And give the ruTT to me! 
Then deareſt DE'L, 
Thy praiſe I'll tell, 
And with unprofiituted pen, 
In Warten's pure and modeſt ſtrain, 
Unwarp'd by Hope—unmov'd by Gain, 
I'll call thee “ beſt of huſbands,” and “ moſt chaſte of 
men! 
Then from my priſtine labours Tl relax : 
Then will I lay the Tree unto the d Ar“ 
Of all my former griet— 
Reſign the bus'neſs of the anxious chace, 
And for paſt failures, and for paſt diſgrace, 
Here find a ſnug relief! 
The vain purſuit of female game give o'er, 
And, hound of Fortune, ſcour the town no more! 


QC This line is literally a from a ſpeech of Lord Min- 


eres, when Candidate ſome years ag» for the Repreſentation of tie 
City of Weſtminſer. 
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No. XX. 


IK RE GTG UL AN DR. 


FOR THE 


KING's BIRTH-DAY. 


By Si GEORGE HOWARD, K. B. 


CHORUS. 
Re mi fa ſol, 
Tol de rol lol. 


1 


MY Muſe, for George prepare the ſplendid ſong ! 
Oh may it float on Schwellenburgen's voice ! 

Let Maids of Honour ſing it all day long, 
That Hogsaden's fair ears may hear it, and rejoice, 


II. 


Wat ſubject firſt ſhall claim thy courtly ſtrains 4 
Wilt thou begin from Windſor's facred brow, 
Where erſt, with pride and pow'r elate, 
The Tudors fate in ſullen ſtate, 
While Rebel Freedom, forced at length to bow, 
Retir'd reluctant from her fav'rite plams ? 
N 


Ah! 


(98: 


Ah! while in each inſulting tower you trage 
The features of that tyrant race, 

How wilt thou joy to view the alter'd ſcene ' 
The Giant Caſtle quits his threat'ning mien; 
The levell'd ditch no more its jaws diſcloſes, 
But o'er its mouth, to feaſt our eyes and noſes, 
Brunſwick hath planted pinks and roſes; 


j 


Hath ſpread ſmooth gravel walks, and a ſmal] bowling | 


green ! 


III. 


Mighty Sov'reign! Mighty Maſter ! 
George is content with lath and plaiſter ! 
At his own palace-gate 
In a poor porter's lodge, by Chambers plann'd, 
See him, with Jenky, hand in hand, 
In ſerious mood, 
Talking! talking! talking! talking 
Talking of affairs of State, 
All for his country's good! 
Oh! Europe's pride! Britannia's hope! 
To vicw his turnips and potatoes, 
Down his fair Kitchen-garden's ſlope 


The victor monarch walks like Cincinnatus, 


See heavenly Mute ! I vow to God 
. *Twas thus the laurel'd hero trod 
Sweet rural joys! delights without compare ! 
Plcaſure ſhines iu his eves, 
While George with ſurprize, 
Sees his cabbages rife, 
And his 'ſparagus wave za the ait 


But 
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IV. 


But hark! I hear the ſound of coaches, 
The Levce's hour approaches— 
Haſte, ye Poſtillions ! o'er the turnpike road ; 
Back to St. James's bear your royal load ! 
"Tis done—his ſmoaking wheels ſcarce touch'd the 
ground— 
By the Old Magpve and the New, 
By Colnbrook, Hountlow, Brentford, Kew, j 
Hait choak*d with duſt the monarch flew, 
And now, behold, he's landed ſafe and ſound—, 
Hail to the blu{t who tread this hallow'd ground! 
Ye firm, invincible beefeaters, 
Warriors, who love their fellow-creatures, | ! 
I hail your military features! 
Ye gentle Maids of Honour, in ſtiff hoops, 
Buried alive up to your necks, 
Who, chaſte as Pharnixes in coops, 
Know not the danger that await your ſex! 
Ye Lords empower'd by fortune or deſert, ö 
Each in his turn to change vour Sovereign's ſliirt 
Ye Country Gentlemen, ye City May'rs, 
Ye Pages of the King's back ſtairs, 
Who in theſe prteincts joy to wait 
Ye courtly wands fo white and ſmall, 
And you, great pillars of the State, 1 
Who at Stephen's flumber, or debate, 1 
Hail to vou all!!! -4 


CHORUS. | | 
flail to vou all!!! 


N 2 Now 1 
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V. 


How, heavenly Muſe, thy choiceſt ſong prepare: 
Let lottier ſtrains the glorious ſubject ſuit : 
Lo! hand in hand advance th* enamour'd pair, 
This Chatham's fon, and that the drudge of Bute ; ; 
Proud of their mutual love, 
Like Niſus and Euryalus they move, 
To Glory's ſteepeſt heights together tend, 
Each careleſs for himſelf, each anxious for his fricnd ! 
Hail ! aſſociate Politicians ! 
Hail ! fublime Arithmeticians ! 
Hail ! vaſt exhauſtleſs ſource of Iriſh Propofitions ! 
Sooner our gracious King 
From heel to heel ſhall ceafe to ſwing ; 
Sooner that brilliant eve fhall leave its ſocket ; 
Sooner that hand deſert the breeches pocket, 
Than conſtant George conſent his friends to quit, 
And break his plighted faith to Jenkinſon and Pitt! 


CHONG S 
Hail ! moſt prudent Politicians ! 
Hail ! correct Arithmeticians ! 
Hail ! vaſt exhauſtlets ſource of Iriſh Propotitions ! 


VI. 


Oh! deep unfathomabie Pitt! 
To thee Ierne owes her happictt days! 
\\ ait a hit, 
And all her ons ſhall loudly fing they praife * 
lerne, happy, happy Maid! 
Viſtreſs of the Poplin tiade! 


O1.! 


| 
| 
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Old Europa's fav'rite daughter, 
Whom firſt, emerging from the water, 
In days of yore, 
Europa bore, 
To the celeſtial Bull! 
Behold thy vows are heard, behold thy joys are full ! 
Thy fav'rite Reſolutions greet, 
They're not much chang'd, there's no deceit ; 
Pray be convinc'd, they're ſtill the true ones, 
Though ſprung from thy prolific head, 
Each Reſolution hath begotten new ones, 
And like their fires, all Iriſh born and bred ! 
Then haſte, Ierne, haſte to ſing, 
God fave great George! God fave the King! 
May thy ſons? ſons to him their voices tune, 
And each revolving year bring back the fourth of June 
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ADDRESS. 


AGREEABLY to the requeſt of the Right 
Reverend Author, the following Ode 1s ad- 
mitted into this collection; and I think it 
but juſtice to declare, that I have diligent- 
ly (canned it on my fingers; and, after re- 
peated trials, to the beſt of my knowledge, 
believe the Metre to be of the Tambic kind, 
containing three, four, five, and fix feet in 
one line, with the occational addition of 
the hypercatalectic ſyllable at ſtared pe- 
riods. I am therefore of opinion, that the 
compoſition is certainly verſe ; though 1 
would not with to pronounce too confident- 


ly. For further information I ſhall print' 


his Gracc's letter. 


To Six JOHN HAWKINS, Barr. 


SIR JouN, 


AS I underſtand you are publiſhing an au— 
thentic Edition of the Probationary Odes, I 
cl upon you to do me the juſtice of inſert- 


ing 


— — — 2 — — — 
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ing the encloſed. It was rejected on the 
Scrutiny by Signor Delpini, for reaſons which 
muſt have been ſuggeſted by the malevolence 
of ſome rival. The reaſons were, iſt, That 
the Ode was nothing but proſe, written in an 
odd manner; and, 2dly, That the metre, if 
there be any, as well as many of the thoughts, 
are ſtolen from a little Poem, in a Collection 
called the UN IN. To a man, bleſt with an 
ear ſo delicate as your's, Sir John, I think ir 
unneceſſary to ſay any thing on the firſt 
charge; and as to the ſecond, (would you be- 
lieve it?) the Poem from which I am accuſed 
of ſtealing, is my own! Surely an Author 
has a right to make free with his own ideas, 
eſpecially when, if they were ever known, 
they have long ſince been forgotten by his 
readers. You are not to learn, Sir John, that 
de non apparentibus & non exiftentibus eadem eſt 
ratio: and nothing but the active ſpirit of 11- 
terary jealouſy,” could have dragged forth my 
former Ode from the obſcurity, in which it 
has long flept, to the diſgrace of all good 
taſte in the preſent age. However, that you 
and the public may ſee, how little I have 
really taken, and how much I have opened 
the thoughts, and improved the language of 

that 
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that little, I ſend you my imitations of myſelſ, 
as well as ſome few explanatory Notes, necef- 
ſary to elucidate my claſſical and hiſtorical al- 
luſſions. 


I am, SIR Joun, 
With every wiſh for your ſucceſs, 
Your moſt obedient humble ſervant, 


WILLIAM YORK. 


PINDARIC 


„w! — — — 
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NDR ODE, 


By DR. W. MARK HAM, 

Lord Archbifliop of York, Primate cf England, and 
Lord High Almoner to his Majeſty, former!y Precep- 
tor to the Princes, Head Maſter of Weſtminſter School, 
&c. &c. &C. 


SRO I. 


THE prieſtly mind what virtue ſo approves, 
And teſtifies the pure prelatic ſpirit, 
As loyal gratitude ? 
More to my King, than to my God, I owe ; 
God and my father made me man, 
Yet not without my mother's added aid ; 
But GrorGE, without, or God, or man, 
With grace endow'd, and hallow'd me Archbithop. 


A 4 SER QOFNE--1, 


In Trojan PRIAu's court a laurel grew; 


So VIX GIL fings, But J will ſing the laurel, 


1 * 
32 t Lt. 
This goodly fame what virtue fo approvets 
Andi teſtifies the pure ætherial ſpirit, 
As mild bentvoience ” 
AT; Oe to Artur Onji.w, £4. 
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Which at St. James's blooms. 
O may I bend my brows from that bleſt tree, 
Not flouriſhiag in native green, 
Refreſh'd with dews from AGaNniPeyPe's ſpring : 
But, “like the precious plant of p1s, 
Glitt'ring with gold, with royal fack irriguous. 


EQODE..-L 


50 ſhall my aukward gratitude, 
With fond preſumption to the Laureat's duty 
Attune my rugged numbers blank. 
Little I reck the meed of ſuch a ſong ; 
Yet will I ſtretch aloof, 
And tell of Tory principles, 
The right Divine of Kings ; 
And Power Supreme, that brooks not bold contention : 
Till all the zeal monarchical 
That fired the Preacher, in the Bard ſliall blaze, 
And what my Sermons were, my Odes once more fhal! 


be. 


® Sce Vi:gif's /Enctid, b. vi. 


CM TATION IS SF MYSELF: 


LO 
— 
* 


Huw. hail mi auk nd gratitude 
0 © L 
And the pre ſumption of untutor'd duty 
Attune thy numbers all too rude ? 


Little he recks the meed of fuch a ſong ; 


Y * 


et will I Aretch glohf, &. 


Bid. 
STROPHE 


STROPHE II. 


* Good PRICE, to Kings and me a foe no more, 
By Laxsnbows won, ſhall pay with friendly centure 
lis paſt hoſtility. 
Nor ſhall not He aſſiſt, my pupil once, 
Of ſtature ſmall, but doughty tongue, 
Bold ABp1xGD0N, whole rhetoric unreſtrain'd, 
Ruſhes, more Iyrically wild, 
+ Than GakENk's mad lays, when he out-pindar's 
PIN DAR. 


AN TISTNROTHRE II. 


With him too ErFINGUAM his aid ſhall join, 
{ Who, erſt by Gox bo led, with bonfires uſlicr'd 
His Sov'reign's natal month. 
Secure in ſuch allies, to princely themes, 
To HENSRV's and to EDw 4aRrDb's young. 


During the Adminiſtru ion of Lord Sartre, I was. toil by 
a friend of mine, that Dr. Paics took occanmnyg in his prefzncr, to 
1 1 y 1 o . LI. | * 7 * * p ! = 
declare them Fi: livelv abhurreace it rac damnable here. , which 110 
I * . 1 51 | 1 H. » þ- . ne ö 90 1 L ; * Gatuncd (= 
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lome OF my Sermons. 
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See a tranf'acion ot PiN pax, by EDWARD BURNARY & ENF. 
1 This anludes Wld to s private anccdatcy aud in no degrees to 
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To Hyixxvs and to Epwarns old, 
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Dear names, I'll meditate the faithful ſong ; 
How oft beneath my birch ſevere, 
Like Err 1NnGram and ABINGDON, they tingled : 


EFPO PE II. 


Or to the vou ru IMMACULATE 
Aſcending thence, I'll ſing the ſtrain celeſtial, 
By Prrr, to bleſs our ifle reſtor'd. 
Trim plenty, not luxuriant as of old, 
Peace, laurel-crown'd no more ; 
*. Juſtice, that ſmites by ſcores, unmov'd; 
And Her, of vercant locks, 
Commerce, like Harlequin, in motely veſture, 
+ Whole magic ſword with ſudden ſlei ght, 
Wav'd o'er the Hi BERN IAN treaty, turns to bonds, 
The dreams of airy wealth, that play'd round Patrick's 


eyes. 


The preſent Miniſtry have twice gratificd the public, with the 
awfully ſublime ſpectacl' of twenty hanged at one time. 

t Theſe: three linzs, I muſt confeſ:, have been interpolated fince 
the introduction of the fourth Pronofition in the new +: Refolu- 


tions. They arofr, hovever, quite naturally out of my preceding 


perton:ifcati yr Commerce. 
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a nicficd, hav not half ihe prop! 


STROPHE 


1 109 J 


STROPHE III. 


But lo! von bark, that rich with India ſpoilt, 
O'er the wide-fwelling ocean rides triumphant, 
Oh! to Barranx1aA's ſhore 
In ſafety waft, ye winds, the precious freight! 
"Tis HasrIix s; of the proſtrate ExsT 
Deſpotic arbiter ; whoſe * bounty gave 
My MarKxnan's delegated rule 
To riot in the plunder of Bexnares. 


ANETFIOEFIE OF 15D . 


How vet affrighted GaxGes, oft diſtain'd 
With Gzx Too carnage, quakcs thro” all his branches! 
Soon may I greet the morn, 
When, HasTixGs fſcreen'd, Duxpas and GronGeg's 
name, 


* One of the many frivolous charges brought againſt Mr. Haſtings 
by factious men, is the removal of a Mr. Fowxz, contrary to the 
orders of the Director, that he might make room for his own ap- 
polntment of my fon to the Refidentihip of BENARES. I have ever 
thought it my duty to ſupport the late Governor-General, boch at 
L-adenhall and in tie Houſe of Peers, againft all ſuch vexatious ac- 


Culfarionse 
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Ur rrace her navy, where in towering pride 
GO er the wide-fw-lling waſte it rolle avenzete!. 


14.4. 


Thro? 


13 


Thro' BIsnHorTHogr's“ glad roofs ſhall ſound, 
Familiar in domeſtic merriment ; 

Or in thy choſen Pract, ST. JAN, 
Be carol'd loud amid th* applauding L.caorrs ! 


EPODE III. 


When Wealthy Innocence, purſued 
By Factious Envy, courts a Monarch's fuccour, 
Mean giits of vulgar coſt, alike 
Diſhonour him, who gives, and him, who takes. 
Not thus ſhall HasTrvGs fav'd, 
Thee, hxuxswick, and himſelf diſgrace. 


As many of my Competitors. have compiained of Signor Nel- 
pini's ignorance, I cannot. help remarking here, that he did not 
know Bifp:pthorp to be the name of my palace, in Vorkſhire; he did 
not know Mr. Hattings's houſe to be in St. James's-place; he did 
not know Mrs. Haſtings to have two fons by Mynheer Ii, her 
former huſband, ſtill iiving. And what is more ſhamefu! chau all 
in a Critical Aiſeſſor, he had never heard of the pogrical figure, by 
which I elegantly ſay, iy place, Sr. Fames't, inſtead of Sr. James - 


places 
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Antiſtrephe III. 


How headlong Rhone and Ebro, erſt diftain'd 
With Mooriſh carnage, quake: thro' all her branches 
Soon ſhail I greet the morn, 


When, Europe faved, PaiTaix and CGronce's name 


| 


Shall ſoon o'er FraxmprIa's level neld, 
Familiar in doweftic merriment; 
Or by the jolly mariner 


Be c:rol'd loud adown the echviag Danube. 
Lid. 


O may 
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* O may thy blooming Heir 
In virtues equal, be like thee prolific ! 
Till a new race of little GuELrHgs, 
Beneath the rod of future Mar xuams train'd, 
Liſp on their Grandſire's knee his mitred Laureat's 
lays. 


* Signor Delpini wanted to ftrike out all that follows, becauſe 
truly it had no connection with the reſt, The tranhition, like ſome 
others in this and my former Ode to Arthur Onſlow, Eſq. may be 
tao fine for vulgar apprehenſions, but it is therefore the more Pin- 


darice 
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Forde III. 


O may your rifing hope, 
Well-principled in every virtue, bloom, 
"Till a freſh-ſpringing flock implore, 
Wit!: infant hands, a Grandfire's powerful prayer, 


Or round yuur honour'd couch their prattling fports purſuc. 
1 «dl. 


No. XXII. 


No, EX 


By the Rev. THOMAS WARTOYN, B. D. 


Fellow of Trinity College, in Oxford, late Profeſſor of 
Poetry in that Univerfity, and now Poet Laureat to his 


Majeſty. 


AMID the thunder of the war, 
True Glorx guides no echoing car; 
Nor bids the ſword her bay ; bequeath ; 
Nor ſtains with blood her brighteſt wreath : 
No plumed hoſt her tranquil triumphs own ! 
Nor ſpoils of murder'd multitudes the brings, 
To ſwell the ſtate of her diſtinguith'd Kings, 
And deck her choſen throne. 
On that fair throne, to Britain dear, 
With the flowering olive twin'd, 
High ſhe hangs the hero's ſpear ; 
And there, with al! the palms of peace conibin'!, 
Her unpolluted hands the milder trophy rear. 
To kings like theſe, her genuine theme, 
The Muſe a blameleſs homage pays; 
To GEORGE, of kings like theſe ſupreme, 
She wiſhes honour'd length of days, 
Nor proſtitutes the tribute of her lays. 
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II. 


Tis his to bid neglected genius glow, 
And teach the regal bounty how to flow ; 
His tutelary ſceptre's ſway 
The vindicated Arts obey, 
And hail their patron King : 
Tis his to judgmentꝰ's ſteady line 
Their flights fantaſtic to confine, 
And yet expand their wing : 
The fleeting forms of Faſhion to reſtrain, 
And bind capricious Taſte in Truth's eternal chain. 
Sculpture, licentious now no more, 
From Greece her great example takes, 
With Nature's warmth the marble wakes, 
And ſpurns the toys of modern lore : 
In native beauty, imply plann'd, 
Corinth, thy tufted ſhafts aſcend ; 
The Graces guide the painter's hand, 
His magic mimicry to blend. 


III. 


While ſuch the gifts his reign beſtows, 
Amid the proud diſplay, 
Thote gems around the throne he throws 
That ſhed a ſofter ray: 
While from the ſummits of ſublime Renown 
He watts his favour's univerſal 2 
With thoſe ſweet flowers he binds a/crown 
That bloom in Virtue's humble vale, 


P With 
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With rich munificence, the nuptial tye, 


Unbroken, he combines: 
Conſpicuous in a nation's eye, 
The ſacred pattern ſhines! 
Fair Science to reform, reward, and raiſe, 
To ſpread the luſtre of domeſtic praiſe; 
To foſter Emulation's holy flame, 
To build Society's majeſtic frame: 
Mankind to poliſh and to teach, 
Be this the monarch's aim; 
Above Ambition's gaint -reach 
The monarch's meed to claim. 


THE 


„ 


THE illuſtrious Arbrters, of whom 
we may with great truth deſcribe the 
noble Earl as the very alter-ipſe of Me- 
cenas, and the worthy Pierot, as the moſt 
correct counterpart of Petronius, had care- 
fully reviſed the whole of the preceding 
productions, and had indulged the defeated 
ambition of reſtleſs and aſpiring Poetry, 
with a moſt impartial and elaborate Scru- 
tiny, (the whole account of which, faith- 
fully tranſlated from the Italian of $Szgnor 
Delpini, and the Engliſh of the Earl of 
Saliſbury, will, in due time, be ſubmitted 
to the inſpection of the curious) were 
preparing to make a legal return, when 
an event happened that put a final period 
to their proceedings. —The following is 
a correct account of this intereſting oc- 
currence : 


ON Sunday the 17th of the preſent 
month, to wit, July, Anno Domini, 
P 2 1785, 


1 16 


1785, juſt as his Majeſty was aſcending 
the ſtairs of his gallery, to attend divine 
worſhip at WIN DSO, he was ſurprized 
by the appearance of a little, thick, ſquat, 
red- faced man, who, in a very odd dreſs, 
and kneeling upon one knee, preſented a 
piece of paper for the Royal acceptation. 
His Majeſty, amazed at the fight of ſuch 
a figure in ſuch a place, had already given 
orders to one of the attendant beef-caters 
to diſmiſs him from his preſence, when, 
by a certain haſty ſpaſmodic mumbling, 
together with two or three prompt quo- 
tations from Virgil, the perſon was diſ- 
covered to be no other than the Rev. Mr. 
Thomas Marton himſelf, dreſſed in the 
official veſture of his profeſſorſhip, and 
the paper which he held in his hand be- 
ing nothing elſe but a fair-written pe- 
tition, deſigned for the inſpection of his 
Majeſty, our gracious Sovereign, made up 
for the ſeeming rudeneſs of the fitſt recep- 
tion, by a hearty embrace on recognition; 

and 
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and the contents of the petition being 
forthwith examined, were found to be 
pretty nearly as follows. We omit 
the common-place compliments gene- 
rally introduced in the exordia of theſe 
applications, as © relying upon your Ma- 
«« jeſty's well-known clemency ;”* „ con- 
« vinced of your Royal regard for the 
real intereſt of your ſubjects;“ “ pe- 
«« n£trated with the fulleſt conviction of 
* your wiſdom and juſtice,” &c. &c. 
which, though undoubtedly very true, 
when conſidered as addreſſed to George 
the Third, m7, perhaps, as matters of 
mere form, be applied to a Sovereign, 
who neither had proved wiſdom nor re- 
gard for his ſubjects in one act of his reign, 
and proceed to the ſubſtance and matter 
of the complaint itſelf. It ſets forth, 
« That the Petitioner, Mr. Thomas, had 
„ been many years a maker of Poetry, as 
« his friend Mr. Sadler, the paſtry-cook, 
* of Oxford, and fome other creditable 
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witneſſes could well evince : that 
many of his works of fancy, and more 
particularly that one, which is known 
by the name of his Cyiticiſius upon 
Milton, had been well received by the 
learned; that thus encouraged, he 
had entered the liſt, together with 
many other great and reſpectable can- 
didates, for the honour of a ſucceſſion 
to the vacant Lawreatſhip ; that a de- 
cided return had been made in his fa- 
vour by the officers beſt calculated to 
judge, namely, the Right Hon. the Earl 
of Saliſbury, and the learned S7gn9r Del- 
pint, his Lordſhip's worthy coadjutor ; 
that the Signor's delicacy, unhappily 
for the Petitioner, like that of Mr. 
Corbett, in the inſtance of the Weſt- 
minſter election, had inclined him to 
the grant of a SCRUTINY ; that in con- 
ſequence of the vexatious and pertina- 
cious perſeverance on the part of ſeveral 
gentlemen in this illegal and oppreſ- 
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ſive meaſure, the Petitioner had been 
ſeverely injured in his ſpirits, his com- 
forts, and his intereſt: that he had 
been for many years engaged in a moſt 
laborious and expenſive undertaking, 
in which he had been honoured with 
the moſt liberal communications from 
all the univerſities in Europe, to wit, a 
ſplendid and moſt correct edition of the 
Poemata Minora, of the immortal Mr. 
Stephen Duck ; that he was alſo under 
poſitive articles of literary partnerſhip 
with his brother, the learned and well- 
known Dr. Joſeph, to ſupply two pages 
per day in his new work, now in the 
preſs, entitled his Eſſay an the Life and 
Writings of Mr. Thomas Hicka- 
THRIFT ; in both of which great un- 
dertakings, the progreſs had been moſt 
eflentially interrupted by the great an- 
xiety and diſtreſs of mind, under which 
the Petitioner has for ſome time labour- 
ed, on account of this inequitable ſcru- 
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tiny ; that the Petitioner is bound by 
his honour and his engagement to pre- 
pare a new Ode for the birth-day of 
her moſt gracious Majeſty, which he 
is very deſirous of executing with as 
much poctry, perſpicuity, and origi- 
nality, as are univerſally allowed to 
have characteriſed his laſt effuſion, in 
honour of the Natal Anniverſary of 
his Royal Maſter's facred ſelf; that 
there are but fix months to come for 
ſuch a preparation, and that the Peti- 
tioner has got no farther yet than 
Fail Muſe!” in the firſt ſtanza, which 
very much inclines him to fear he ſhall 
not be able to finiſh the whole in the 
ſhort period above-mentioned, unleſs 
his Majeſty ſhould be graciouſly pleaſed 
to order ſome of his Lords of the Bed- 
chamber to aſſiſt him, or ſhould com- 
mand a termination to the vexatious 


enquiry now pending. In humble 
hopes that theſe ſeveral conſiderations 
„ would 


[$83] 


„ would have their due influence with his 
« Majeſty, the Petitioner concludes with 
« the uſual praycr, and ſigned himſelf as 


© underneath, &c. &c. &Cc. 
« Tuo. WARTON, B. D. &c. &c.“ 


Such was the influence of the above 
admirable appeal on the ſympathetic feel- 
ings of Majeſty, that the ſermon, which 
we underſtand was founded upon the 
text, Let him keep his tongue from evil, 
and his lips that they ſpeak no untruth,” 
and which was x preached by Dr. Pret- 
Iman, was entirely neglected, and a meſ- 
ſage inſtantly written, honoured by the 
Sign Manual, and directed to the office 
of the Right Hon. Lord Sydney, Secretary 
for the Home Department, enjoining an 
immediate redreſs for Mr. Thomas, and a 
total ſuſpenſion of any further proceed- 
ings in a meaſure which (as the energy 
of Royal eloquence expreſſed it) was of 
ſuch unexampled injuſtice, illegality and 


Q- oppreſ- 
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oppreſiion, as that of a ſcrutiuy after a fair 
poll, and a decided ſiipericrity of admitted 
ſuffrages. This meſlage, conveyed, as its 
ſolemnity well required, by no other Per- 
fon than the Honourable young Tommy 
himſelf, Secretary to his amazing father, 
had its due influence with the Court ; the 
Noble Lord broke his wand; Mr. Delbin! 
executed a chacone, and tried at a ſomer/et ; 
he grinned a grim obedience to the man- 
date, and calling for pen, ink, and paper, 
wrote the following letter to the Printer 
of that favourite diurnal vehicle through 
whoſe medium theſe effuſions had been 
heretofore ſubmitted to the public: 


% Monjeur, 
On vous requis, you are hereby com- 

„ mandie not to pooblith any more of de 
„Ode Probattonaire—mon cher ami, Mon- 
« ſeur George le Rot, ſays it be ver bad to 
« vex Monheur le petit homme avec le 
grand paunch—1Zrfirur Wharton, any 


£C 


©. ace 


« more vid fcrutince ; je vous commande 
« (derefore to finiſ Que le Roi ſoit louc! 
- od fave de King! mind vat I fa; — 
% ou le grand George and le bon Dieu 
« damn votre ame & bodice, vos jumbes, 
„& vos pies, for ever and ever—pour 
“jamais. 
Signed, 
« DELPINI.“ 


Nothing now remained, but for the 
Judges to make their return, which hav- 
ing done in favour of Mr. Thomas Warton, 
the original object of their preference, 
whom they now pronounced Culy elected, 
the following Imperial Notice was pub- 
lithed in the ſucceeding Saturday's Ga- 
zette, confirming the Nomination, and 
giving legal Sanction to the Appoint- 


ment, 


Q 2 PRO- 
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PROCLAMATION. 


To all CyristTian Pror rz to whom 
theſe preſents ſhall come, greeting, 


KNOW YE, That by and with the 
advice, conſent, concurrence, and appro- 
bation of cur right truſty and well-be- 
loved couſins, James Cecil, Earl of Sa- 
liſbury, and Antonio Francito Ignicio 
Delpini, Eſq. Aur. and Pierot to the 
Theatre- royal, Hay- market, WE, for 
divers good cauſes and confiderations us 
thereunto eſpeclally moving, have made, 
ordained, nominated, conſtituted, and an- 
pointed, and by theſe pretents do make, 
ordain, nominate, conſtitute, and appoint, 
the Rev. Thomas Warton, B. D. to b: 
our true and only legal Laurcat, Poet, 
and Poetaſter; that is to ſay, to pen, 
write, compoſe, tranſpoſe, ſeclect, dictate, 
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ſteal, put together, tranſcribe, frame, fa- 
bre, manufacture, make, join, build, 
feripe, grub, collect, vamp, and, diſ- 
cove”, catch, ſmugyle, pick up, beg, 
borrow, or buy, in the tame manner and 
wien the fame privileges as have been 
uſually practiſed, and heretofore enjoyed 
b cry other Laureat, whether by our 
Sacted Self appointed, or by our Royal 
predeceſſors, who now dwell with their 
fathers: And ſor this purpoſe, to pro- 
duce, deliver, chaunt, or ſing, as in our 


wiſdom aforeſaid we thall judge proper, 


at the leaſt three good and ſubſtantial 
Odes, in the beſt Englith or German 
verie, in every year, that is to ſay, one due 
and proper Ode on the Nativity of our 
bleſſed Self; one due and proper Ode on 


the Nativity of our deareſt and beſt be- 


loved Royal Confort, for the time being; 
and alſo one due and proper Ode on tne 
day of the Nativity of every future Year, 
of which God grant We may fee many. 


And 


/ 


Ss: Bp 
And we do hereby moſt ſtrictly command 
and enjoin, that no Scholar, Critic, Wit, 
Orthographer, or Scribbler, ſhall, by gibes, 
ſneers, jetts, judgments, quibbles, or cri- 
ticiſms, moleſt, interrupt, incommode, 
diſturb, or confound the faid Thomas 
Warton, or break the peace of his or- 
derly, quict, pains-taking and inoffenſive 
Muſe, in the faid exerciſe of his ſaid duty. 
And we do hereby will and direct, that 
if any of the perſon or perſons aforeſaid, 
notwithſtanding our abſolute and poſitive 
command, ſhall be found offending againſt 
this our Royal Proclamation, that he, the, 
or they being duly convicted, ſhall, for 
every ſuch crime and miſdemeanor, be 
puniſhed in the manner and form follow- 
ing; to wit For the firſt offence he thall 
be drawn on a fledge to the moit conſpi- 
cuous and notorious part of our ever 
faithful city of London, and mall then 
and there, with an audidle voice, pro- 
nounce, read, and deliver three teveral 
| printed 


; 
— 


| 
— 


1 
printed ſpeeches of our right, truſty, and 
approved Major Jonx Scorr.— For the 
ſecond offence, that he be required to 


tranſlate into good and lawful Engliſh one 
whole unſpoken ſpeech of our right truſty 


and well-beloved couſin and counſellor, 


Lord Viſcount MouxnTMoRREs, of the 
kingdom of ſre/and ;—and for the third 
offence, that he be condemned to read one 
whole page of the Poems, Eſſays, or Cri- 
ticiſms of cur ſaid Laureat, Mr. Thomas 
Warton.—And whereas the ſaid office of 
Loureat is a place of the laſt importance, 
inaſmuch as the perfon holding it has 
confided to him the care of making the 


Royal virtues known to the world; and 


we being minded and deſirous that the 
ſaid T. Warton ſhould execute and per- 
forin the duties of his ſaid office with 
the utmoſt diznity and decorum, Now 
KNOW YE, i hat we have thought it 
meet to draw up a due and proper Table 
of EInftructions, hereunto annexed, for 


the 


1 


the uſe of the ſaid Thomas Warton, in his 
ſaid poetical exerciſe and employment, 
which we do hereby moſt ſtrictly will and 
enjoin the ſaid Thomas Warton to abide 
by and follow, under pain of incurring our 


moſt high diſpleaſure. 
Given at our Court at St. James's, this 
zoth day of May, one thouſand ſeven 
hundred and eighty-five. 


want Rex & Reg na. 
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TABLE or INSTRUCTIONS 
FOR THE 


Rev. THOMAS WARTON, 
B. D. and P. L. &c. &c. 


Chamberlain's Office, May 3oth, 1795. 
iſt, THAT in fabricating the cata- 
logue of Regal Virtues (in which taſk the 
Poet may much aſſiſt his invention by pe- 
ruſing the Odes of his ſeveral predeceſſors) 
you be particularly careful not to omit his 
Chaſtity, his Skill in Mechanics, and his 
Royal Talent of Child-getting.— 
2dly, It is expected that you ſhould be 
very liberally endowed with the gift of 
Prophecy ; but be very careful not to pre- 
dict any event but what may be perfectly 
acceptable to your Sovereign, ſuch as the 
ſubjugation of America, the deſtruction of 
the Wigs, long-lite, &c. &c. 
R zdly, 
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3dly, That you be always provided with 
a due aſſortment of true, good-looking, and 
legitimate words ; and that you do take all 
neceſſary care not to apply them but on 
their proper occaſions ; as for example, not 
to talk of dove-eyed peace, nor the gentle 
olive, in time of war ; nor of trumpets, 
drums, fifes, nor * ECHoING CARS in times 
of peace—as for the ſake of poetical con- 
veniency, ſeveral of your predeceſſors have 
been known to do. 

4thly, That as the Sovereign for the 
time being muſt always be the beſt, the 
greateſt, and the wiſeſt, that ever exiſted; 
ſo the year alſo, for the time being, muſt 
be the happieſt, the mildeſt, the faireſt, 


and the moſt prolific that ever occurred. — 


* It is evident from this expreſſion, that theſe in- 
ſtructions had not been delivered to Mr. Warton at 
the time of his writing his laſt famous Ode on the 
Birth-day of his Majeſty : a circumſtance which 
makes that amazing Compoſition till more extraor- 
dinary. 


What 


1 


What reflections upon the year paſt you 
think proper. 

5thly, That Muſic being a much higher 
and diviner ſcience than Poetry, your Ode 
muſt always be adapted to the Mufic, and 
not the Muſic to your Ode.—The omiſſion 
of a line or two cannot be ſuppoſed to 
make any material difference either in the 
poetry or in the ſenſe. | 

6thly, That as theſe fort of invitations 
have of late years been conſidered by the 
Muſes as mere cards of compliment, and 
of courſe have been but rarely accepted, 
you muſt not waſte more than twenty 
lines in invoking the Nine, nor repeat the 
word Hail!“ more than fifteen times at 
fartheſt. 

7th, and finally, That it may not be 
amiſs to be a little intelligible*. 


* This is an additional proof that Mr. Warton 
had not received the Inſtructions at the time he com- 


poſed his ſaid Ode. 
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